As it is ACTED at the 


TH EATRE 


| Sa rats: 


Little Lincol n 1 nn- Z telds, 


BY THE. 
French Company of COMEDIANS, 
2 + Lately Arriv'd Feds 
From the Theatre · Royal at Paris. 8 


F *. 1 
: f 


All in the Characters of the tralian Theatre. 


* 


„ - - A _— * — T— 1 
* 


. 


n 


* 


Done into Engliſh by Ms. O I.. 


% - "uy W * 
F * 
af . * 4 * ” 
s 12 4 ; . 
0 a | 
e 25 k 
* & % _— 
2 4 wy * * 0 * »c 
3 . * - * © 


Printed for W. Cherwood at Chr $s- Head in Ruſſel-Court 
and ſold by J. Wert in Marnict: Lane. 5 


1699/5768, . 


222222222 2000 00 2225 


Dramatis Perſong, 


HE Dc OCTOR, Guardian to Angelica. 
ANGELICA, Sometimes Niece to the 
Doctor, ſometimes Wife to an Aſtmatick. 

OcTavlo, Angelica's Lover, ſometimes a wild 
Man, &c. = 

PIERROrT, The Doctors Servant, ſometimes 
Footman to Ninnybammer. 

CoLoMBINE, At firſt a Lemonade Woman, 
then Lucretia, &c. 

HARLEQUIN, A Match. maker, afterwards keeps 
a Show ; ſometimes plays a Pick-Pocket, Tar- 
quin, Emperor of Cape Verd, &c. 

MezzeT1nNn, A Pudding Pye Man, then Squire 
Ninny Hanmer, afterwards Tarquin's Groom, Fa- 
ther Time, a Petit Maitre or F op, as alſo a Spa- 
niard. 

SCARAMOUCHE, A Lethargick, a Shop-Ktep- 
er, an Officer, c. 

LEANDER, A Chevalier and a Chocolate-Man. 


Several Men and W omen, Shop-Keepers be- 
longing to the Fair. 


The Scene is at Park is; the Place, that where the Fair 
of St. Germain is held 


HE Fair of St. Germain is 4 
Piece in the Italian Theatre. 
| Like the reſt of that Collection, 
its Plot is indeed thin, but that 
Defeat is ſupply d by Wit and 


Humour. *Tis notorious the Court of France 


ſuppreſs'd thoſe Plays for being too ſarca- 


ſtick. Moſt of the Scenes are Satyrs upon ſome 


Character in Life; which, by a few maſter- 


ly Strokes, is deſcrib'd, and its Vice expos'd 
more fully, than by ſome more elaborate long- 
winded Performances of this Kind. Nothing, 
in my poor Opinion, can equal the Portraict 
of a (Nigaudinet) Ninnyhammer in the 


ſecond AF, nmleſs it be that of a Petit Mi- 


tre (or Fop) in the third. How many Wri- 
ters have labonr'd in the painting out of what 
the French call a Diſtrait, a Man whoſe 
Mind is abſent, Even the great Bruyere's 
Character of a Diſtrait, notwith/anding 'tis 
one of his fulleſt, and cloath'd with infinite 
Fariety of Circumſtances, falls ſhort. of cht 
we ſee done here at a Daſh, in the Scene of 
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the Petit Maitre and the Swiſs Officer. 1 


can't forgive the French Players for leavin 

ic my Agein Can the 25 fr, U 2 
tainties of the Late be better ſhewn, than by 
Scaramouche's being divorc'd from his Wife 
for Impotency, and at the ſame Time ad- 
judg'd to keep a Baſtard-Child laid to him 
by his Servant Maid? The Tragedy of Tar- 


quin and Lucretia is a pleaſant Meck-Heroick. 


Take the whole together, tho” there may be 
more regulay Pieces in the Italian Theatre, 
this is none of the leaſt entertaining, I mean 


in the Original, whatever it may prove in 


the Tranſlation. 


As fur the Prologue, it was ſent me writ- 
ten out in Harlequin's cwn Hand, which is 


as Groteſque as bis Perſon. However, I 


. pick'd out the Senſe as well as I could. Ties 
none of the brighteſt nor moſt intelligible Per- 
formances I have met with; but ſince they 
' intend to ſpeak it to the Town again, I thought 
it would not be amiſs to let it go in Company 
with the Play. 55 


The Reader's humble Servant, 


Nov, 11, 1718. 


J. OzELL. 


PROLOGUE. 


Harlequin, Calombine, and Pierrat. 
Harl. | Tell you 'tis to no Purppoſe. 
Col. But what do you deſigu to do? 
Harl. To return to France this very Day. 
Col. Yon make Uſe of a good Occaſion to fall 
out with me without any Reaſon ; what Maggot 


| bites you to leave fo agreeable a Place as London, 


without having once enjoy'd the Advantage of 
ſhowing your ſelf to the nobleſt City in Europe. 

Harl. Very well, Lady Spouſe, I fee where the 
Shoe pinches ; ſame Engliſh Lord here has given 
you a {ly Wink, and has found Means to get a 
Subſcription upon the Fund of your Charms; do 
not be deceiv'd, ſuch Subſcriptions of Gallantry 
are of no long Duration in this Country. 

Col. Oh, as for that Matter you are deceivd; for 
I deſign every Day to get me a new Subſcription, 
and a dozen of Sterling Sighs will do my Buſti- 


neſs: But let us leave this Fooling, and pray tell 


me, if you pleaſe, Sir, what Reaſon obligcs you 
to this ſudden Departure. 
Harl. The Reaſon is eaſy to be explain'd : Im- 


primis, I prognoſticate that the Publick will 


never accommodate themſelves to our Way of 
Playing. The Doctor ſays, That his Figure, 
and above all his Noſe, will fright them moſt 
terribly : Scaramonche is mad, becauſe he can't 


| ſpeak good H euch Pierrot has not had Time 


enough to let the Niceneſs of his Wit be known; 
and Octavio is afraid he ſhall appear too ſluggiſh 
in his Declarations of Love. I imorous Iſabella 


is dying with Apprehenſions of appearing before 


ſo illuſtrious an Aſſembly. and there's the Devil 
to do with Marietta, who will certainly run ſtark 
med, if her ſinging ſhould he hiſs d. 
Col. So then, every one 3s diſpos'd to pack up 
1 FN 2 
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and be gone: Well, be it fo, you may go when 
voa pleaſe; as for my Part, I'll tay here 

Harl. O ho! are you thereabouts ? 

Col. Begon, you Sot, and miſs your Fortune 
I abandon you to your evil Genius. I have a 
good Mind | Ofers to gite him a Cuff o'th' Ear. 

Enter Pierrot. 
Tier. Well, here am I; what is it you wou'd 
ſay : Am I crooked or blind, that you make Game 
of me thus; if I'm a Fool, 'tis for want of Senſe. 
Why do ycu rave thus? [To Colombine. 

Harl. What's the Matter, Pierrot? 

Pier. Plague confound you; | To Harl.] Good 
Morrow Colombine; what makes you ſo merry; 
methinks you ſeem ready to cry: 

Col. Pierrot, dear Pierrot, do me one Favour. 
PDier. I have been a long time ſecking to do you 

the Favour, but you would not ſuffer me: Ne- 
vertheleſs, if in the mean while, *till ſuch time 
as we can be marry d, you'll let me take a Slice 
off the Spit——You underſtand me. 

Col. No 

Pier. Nor I neither.— But what's the Buſineſs 
in Hand? 5 | 

Col. Harlequin ſays, that you, and the reſt of 
our Companions, are loth to appear here, for 
fear of the Succeſs. | 
Pier. Harlequin lies; we are all reſolv'd to do 

our beſt te gain Applauſe and the Cuineas. 

Hurl. I believe you'll get neither one nor to- 
ther, and be oblig d to return to Fi ance with your 
ſheepiſh Face. | $ID 

Pier. Pox on ye, you'r always prognoſticating 
ill Luck. Tho' *twere only for our Tumbling, 
tis odds but N 
Harl. Devil take you and your Tumbling; t18 
the very Thing that has made us contemptible. 


Col. So here's the Source and Cauſe of our Grief. 
| Well, 


Dd Ones — 


and put them under 


FROLOGCUUE 


Well, I'll take upon me my ſelf to beg the Town 
to have the Patience to ſee ye once, and if they 
are not pleas d with you, you ſhall appear no 
more. But I am very well aſſur d, that the Spe- 
tators will not repent a Moment's ſeeing what 
ſuch ingenious Men can do. 

Pier. Well ſaid: And if Colombine takes on her 
the Tumblers, ſhe'll give em their Bellyful; 
for I have often heard ſay, One Woman is ſuf- 
fictent for half a dozen Men. 

Col. Well, Harlequin, what ſay you to the 
Matter ? | 

Harl. Id yield my ſelf moſt willingly to your 


Reaſons, if I had ny your Intereſt and my own 


in View. But who {ſhall warrant me, that theſe 
Gentlemen will have the Patience to hear me 
out the whole Play ? 

Col. Well, III take upon me that Article too. 

Pier. But, Colombine, if you thus take all the 
Men belonging to the Company, on your ſelf, 
you'll carry away all the Gain. Well, egad, 
if every one agrees to it, I'll take the Women, 
my Protection. 

Harl. With all my Heart; but I tell you be- 
forehand, that your Gain will be but very ſmall 
here by that Merchandize; for I know ſome of 
the Sex in London who give it for nothing, and yet 
have not many Chaps: Beſides, how will you find 
them out, if they have not Hoop Petticoats big 
enough to hide "Bi Chimney-Sweepers at once. 

Col. No Matter, we'll wen” Fic our ſelves to the 
Cuſtom of the Country; as for thee, | to Harlequin 
TIl go and prevail with theſe Gentlemen on your 
Behalf. | | | 

Harl. If you go about it, T doubt not the Suc- 
ceſs; for nothing can withſtand a Women's Solli- 
citation. : 

Pier. Egad, he is in the right cf it. Come, Co- 
1 | lombixe, 
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IROLOGU E. 
lombins, begin; it always goes well when a Wo- 
man begins, and a Man finiſhes with a good Air. 
Col. Gentlemen. [ addreſing to the Audience. 
Pier. Ladies. | 
Col. Peace, Fool. 
Pier. You ſpeak to the Men, and I to the Women, 
Harl. Peace, hold your Tongue; for one Wo- 
man's Tongue will out-do fifty Mens. | 
Pier. But who mult ſpeak when ſhe is weary ? 
Harl If you ftay till that Time, you'll ſtay long 
enough; for a Woman's Tongue never fails her. 
Col. —Gentlemen, I beg of you to give a little 
Attention to our Play, to encourage our timorous 


Harlequin. You ſhall ſee we will do our beſt, 
to gain the Honour of your good Word. We 


alſo beg you would pleaſe to tell us our Faults, 
that we may be hereafter more worthy and more 
capable to appear before Perſons of ſo nice, ſo 
clean, and fo juſt a Teſte. | 

Harl. We are now about opening our Theatre, 
with the Fair of St. Germains, in which (as in all 
thoſe which we hope to have the Honour of play- 
ing before you) we will do our utmoſt to gain 
your Approbation: Be aflurd, We will negle& 
nothing that may contribute to your Entertain- 
ment. Convinc'd as we are of the particular Me- 
rit of ſeveral famous Actors who have had the 
good Fortune to pleaſe the Ladies and Gentlemen 
of this polite Nation, we can ſcarcely hope to 


pleaſe in the Habit of Harlequin. 
Col. Unleſs you have as much Goodneſs to par- 


don our Defects, as you have Underſtanding to 
diſcern them. Aſſur'd of your Favours, we're now 


going to give you the Marks of our Reſpect. 


Do you, indulgent, grant ſome ſmall Applauſe, 
"Tis generous to ſ:pport the Strangers Cauſe : 
The Glory of the A@ with you remain, 


While we content om ſelves with — all the Gain. 
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eee S CE NE. I. 
SCENE the FALTR; 


Mezzetin, a Pudding-pye Man. Harlequin, The 
Shopkeepers of the Faar. 


HAT dye lack? What 
dye buy ? Fine Marſeilles 
Night-Gowns , curious fine 
Holland Shirts; fine India 
Caps; Milan Cheeſe, Gentlemen: Pray walk in; 
all Sorts of Italian Wines, French Wine, Greek 
Wine, Canary | 


Shopkeepers. tg ? 


B Mexzetin, 


- „r « =” — nd >> - 
4d — - q 
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5 
Mezzetin, | with a Basket of Pies upon his Head. 


Hot Pudding: pies, hot Pudding;pies, a Halfpenny 


a Piece. What a plaguy Noiſe theſe Fellows 
make with their Trumpery ! I'll divert my ſelf 


with mimicking them all in a Song, 


What dye buy, what dye lack, 
French Vine, Florence, or Sack; 
Lemonade, Orangeade, 

Coffee, Tea, Ratafee. 

Strange Monſters and Sights; 

I ere beginning to rights : 

Any Ribbands or Laces, 

Fine Combs or Comb-caſes : 

Come buy all my Ware, 

Here's the Choice of the Fair. 


Harlequin. O the inſatiable Deſire of Man! 


T hear them cry all the coſtly Things in Paris, 


and itch to be a buying every Thing they cry, 
tho I have bat one little Piece of Money to 
ſpend in all, at the Fair. 
Mexx. Rare hot Pudding-pies, a Halfpenny 
a Piece, a Halfpenny a Piece. 
+ Harl. Begin we with what is moſt neceſlary. 
hat which is moſt neceſſary to the Life of 


Mortals, is Food, Soho, you Puddings 


A Millmer in her Shop. Fine Holland Shirts. 
Mexx. | walking about with his Baſket | A Half 
penny a- piece, a Halfpenny a- piece. 
Harl. Hollaud Shirts a Halfpenny a piece ! 


I have nc'er a Shirt to my Back; this will do 
bravely. You, Holland Shirts! 


| The Milliner comes and puts him on a Shirt. 
Another Shopkeeper. Printed Callicoes z cur ious 


fine India Night-Gowns. 


Mexx. [ fill walking about] A Halfpenny a- piece, 
Harl. 


a Halfpenny a- piece. 


. 
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Harl. Night-Gowns a Halfpenny a-piece ! He 
has ſtole them, that's certain. You Night-Gown 
Man! | He comes and puts him on a Night-Gown. 

Another Shopkeeper. Marſeilles Quilts, 

Mezz. A Halfpenny a- piece. 

Harl. Again! why ſure they have tax'd every 


Thing in the Fair at a Halfpenny a-piece, be- 
cauſe of the Scarcity 'of Money. A Quilt here ! 


| They give him a Marſeilles Onilt , be lays it acroſs 
bis Arm. 

Another. Lucca Olives, Milan Cheeſes. 

Mexx. A Halfpenny a- piece, a Halfpenny 
a: piece. 0 

Harl. | in a very joyful Tone] Milan Cheeſes a 
Halfpenny a- piece! here's Luck! You Milan 
Cheeſes ! [ Takes a Cheeſe. 

Mexx. | walking by Harlequin. ] Smoaking hot 
Pudding-pies, piping hot out of the Oven, a 
Halfpenny a piece, a Halfpenny a- piece. 

Harl. Here, you Pudding-man, let's ſee your 
Ware. 3 

Mezz. There, Sir, piping hot you ſee. 

Harl. Do you give thirteen to the Dozen? 

Mexx. Yes, Sir. | - 

Harl. | taking a Pye| Well, Ill take the thir- 
teenth now, and buy a Dozen To-morrow. 

* | Ts going to eat it, 

Mexx. Hold, hold; you muſt pay before you 
cat. | 

Harl. Stay a Moment; let me reckon if I 
have Money enough for all this, [be ffndies] a 
Ha'per'th of Shirts, a Ha'per'th of Night-2owns, 
a Ha'per'th of Marſeilles Quilts, a Haltpenny 
Cheeſe; that makes juſt Twopence: Then I 
mult have one Ha'perth of Girl, and that will 
be Twopence Haltpenny. Bleſs us, how Money 
runs! but no matter, I wanted theſe little Con- 

e e 2 veni- 


(4) 


veniencies. Here Friend, | te Mexzzetin| there's 

a ſmall Piece of Money for you, and I take three 

Pyes of you: With the Overplus pay theſe 

People. Your Servant, Gentlemen. 

| Goes off, the Shopkeepers fall upon Mezzetin, 
and beat him F the Stage. 


SCENE II. 
Colombine, Angelica. 


Col. Morrow, Madam. What good Wind 
blows you to the Fair ? What Luck had I to 
meet you! 

Ang. Is it you, Colombine? What do you do in 
this Country? 

Col. Good troth, Madam, a Woman muſt have 
more than one Trade if ſhe'd live honeſtly. 
I lend Money to young Heirs that have none: 
I make thoſe ſpend it that have: I heal the 
Breaches of one Family, and make more in ano- 
ther; with a thouſand other little Negociations 
of this Nature. And pray, Madam, what do 
you do now-a-days ? 

Ang. WhatlI always uſed todo, Colombine; ſtill 
in Love. 

Col. Really, I am ſorry for you. Love is but 
an indifferent kind of Diverſion to thoſe {crupu- 
lous People that know not how to extract the 
Quinteſſence of it. 

Ang. Alas, Colombine, I'm in the greateſt Per- 
plexity in the World, I have been like to loſe 
my ſelf in the Fair already. 


Col. J hope you'll take care not to Joſe your 


ſelf without Company in a publick Place. 
Ang. A Woman of Virtue will be found again, 
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Col. Yes, the Woman may be found, but ber 
Virtue may happen not to be found with her. 
Ang. You know my Modeſty, Colombine. + 
Col. I knew it formerly ; but Things change 
daily; and I believe there's very little cf that 
erchandize at the Fair, tho' many a one thinks 
he buys it too. | 
Ang. I am ſeeking ſome Refuge againſt the ill 
Uſage of my Guardian. You are acquainted with 
his Humours. 
Col. Yea; we have lived long enough together 
to be thoroughly acquainted with each other. 
Ang. But you know nothing of his being fallen 


in Love with me. 


Col. What! that's ſince I left yon, ha? Well, 
_ nothing but Inconſtancy in this World, 
I lee. 

Ang. He wou'd fain marry me. 

Col. A Guardian's marrying his Ward is, in- 
deed, one ſhort Way of making up his Accompts. 
But if the Guardian is old, {he generally finds 
great Errors in the Reck ning. | 

Ang. There is alſo a ſhatter-brain'd Norman of 
Pont - Eveque, one Squire Ninnybammer, that is 
come to Paris on purpoſe to marry, has taken a 
Fancy to me. 

Col. A couple of pretty Prizes really! a Doctor 
and a Norman ! 

Ang. Now I like neither of them, and am e— 
lop'd from my Guardian's Houſe, with an Inten- 
tion never to go Home *till Im marryd to 
Octavio. | 

Col. As for the Norman Inamorato, we ſhall 
play him a Trick or two to ſend him packing, 
And as for the Doctor, let his Stomach to you be 
never ſo coming, I know a ſure Way to turn it. 
The old Dotard marries you only becauſe he 
6 thinks 


(6) 

thinks you the only virtuous Woman in the 
World. Let me alone, and in leſs than an 
Hour's Time, he ſhall believe you one of the 
moſt ſuſpicious Creatures in the whole Fair. 

Ang. He is ſo prepoſſeſs'd in Favour of me, and 
thinks me ſo virtuous, that it will be very hard 
to make him believe otherwiſe. 


Col. Go, go, I'll warrant you; I have made. 


many a Woman paſs for virtuous that was not 
ſo, and tis hard if I can't make one ſeem not ſo, 
that 1s. | OY 


SCENE III. 
Octavio, and a Chairman drunk, to them. 


OF. | to the Chairman. Go about your Buſineſs, 
Friend; you are not in a Condition to carry me, 
Chairm, Nay, but Maſter, a Chairman 
he muſt carry ſomebody — we know what's 


what, fat 

Oct. (to Angelica.) Ah, Madam, I have been 
ſeeking you above this Hour; but ſince I have 
| _. Pleaſure to ſee you, my Labour is over- 

aid. | 
d Chairm. | thinking Octavio ſpeaks to him.] My 
Labour overpaid ! Why, what a Plague! I have 
not had a Farthing yet as I know of. 

Ang. You fee, Ofavio, what I do for your 


Sake. There s Colombine will aſſiſt us in break 


ing the Match we fo much fear. 

Oc. Ah, my dear Colombine, how much I ſhall 
be oblig'd to you ! Command my Purſe, ſpare for 
no Money. What ſhall I give you ? | 

Col. O, Sir !—— | 

Chairm. To be ſure, Sir, you can't give leſs 


than a Crown for the Principal, and a Full-Pot 


tor Intereſt. OF, 


(7) 
| OF. [to Angelica.] You promiſe me then; 
charming Angelica, that you will always conti- 


nue in the ſame Reſolution, and never change? 


Chairm. Change! Change! Why, Sir, if you 
want Change I muſt get Change, I think. Theſe 
Officers have never any Change. I know the 
Reaſon well enough. 

Col. Ah, Madam, here comes your Guardian, 
let us juſt ſtep in here, and then we'll conſider 


what's proper to be done. BOY 
[ They go out, the Chairman remains, 


SCENE IV. 


Pierrot with Bills and a Paſting-Stick, Doctor, and 
Chairman. 


Pier. Let me alone, I tell you, I'll find you, 
Angelica, PII warrant you. 

Chairm. [to the Doctor, thinking tis Octavio] 
Come, Sir, pray let us diſpatch, I can't wait 
here all Day; I am hot, and ſhall catch cold. 

Doct. What would have, Fellow? 

. Chairm. | ſtaring at him. | Ah, the Dickens, what 
a Fool have been! I thought I was talking to 
an Officer, and 'tis nothing but a Cit. I muſt go 
into the Tone for Cits. | In a bullying Tone | Come, 
come, my Money 75 85 8 

Doct. Money! for what? 

Chairm. For what? A pretty Queſtion, faith ! 
Why, for carrying you in my Chair. 

Pier. Sirrah, when did you ever fee the Doctor 


in the Chair? 


Chairm. Come, come, no Words Or I ſhall 


take my Pole to you. 
Pier. How, Rogue! Lift your Hand againſt 


the Doctor 


Chairm- 


| 
| 
| p 
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Chzirm. Oons, don't tell me of your Doctors 

Y'1l not be doctor'd out of my Money. [Goes to 
beat them; the Doctor aud Pierrot drive him out. 

Pier. | having driven away the Chairman] To con- 
clude then, I tell you once more, Sir, that III 
find you Angelica again, tho ſhe were in the In- 
dies, 1n Ponotapa. | 

Doct. Heavens, to loſe a poor Girl that loves 
me ſo tenderly ! 

Pier. How old was ſhe this Morning when you 
loſt her ? 

Doct. Two and twenty. 

Pier. Tis your own Fault, 

Doct. What? ES : | 

Pier. All your own Fault, I tell you. Girls 


mult now a- days be held by the Leading ſtrings 


till thirty. Nay, and after that you have much 
2 to keep them from making a Slip now and 
then. 

Doct. Ah, Pierrot, to loſe her juſt as I was go- 
ing to marry her! Was not that hard! 

Pier. Never trouble your ſelf, I tell you. III 
find her again, I tell you; nay, and perhaps 
find her double what ſhe was when you loſt her, 

Doct. Double! what do you mean? | 

Pier. Ay, Sir, and perhaps tripple. I had once 
a poor Bitch that I loſt; ſix Weeks afterwards I 
found her again with three little Puppies in her 
Belly. 

Dock. The three Puppies are too much in all 
Conſcience, I wou'd be content to find Avgelica 
juſt as I loſt her. 


Pier. This is only to ſhow you what a lucky. 


Hand I have at recovering of Things. Look 


you, Sir, here are four thouſand Bills ready 


Printed. 
Doct. Stick em up every where, pray now. 
| Peer. 


— 


(9) 


Pier, Let me alone, I'll ſtick up enow of 
them, III warrant you, in the Coffee. Houſes, 
Taverns, and all other Houfes of civil xeception. 
Shall I read the Bill to you? Tis a ſmall Piece 
of Wit, that I produc'd while I was picking my 
Teeth. | | Reads the Bill, 


A loſt Woman, Thirty Piſtoles for finding her. 

Loft between Hawk and Buzza;d, between the Park 
and the Play, a Woman between young and old, that was 
between tall and ſhort, her Hair between fai, and 
brown, her Eye between ſoft and ſprightly. WW hoever 
finds ber, muſt put her between two Doors, and give 
Notice to Maſter Doctor, who may be found between 
a Farrier and a Phyſician. Dated at Paris, between 
two Stools, by Pierrot, between drunk and ſober, 

\ 

DoF. Here's a Betweening, indeed! | 

Pier. While I'm in this Vein of Advertifing, 
what if I advertis'd your Wits, Sir? We might 
een kill two Birds with one Stone. 

LO: What do you mean by advertiſing my 
its? 

Pier. Why certainly, Sir, you muſt have loſt _ 
them, or a Man of your Years would never think 
of marrying a Girl of hers, that you fee will 
{lip thro your Fingers like an Eel. : 

Do&. | giving him a Box on the Ear] There, Sir- 
rah, there's what I have loſt, and you have 
found. 

Pier. T'll have none of another Man's Goods, 
not I; ſince I have found it, I'll honeſtly return 
it you. [ Offers to give him a Box o the Ear, 

miſſes him, and runs away. 


» 
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SCENE V. 
Colombine, Doctor. 


Col. O, Sir, are you here! You are welcome to 
the Fair. 

Doct. I'm almoſt out of my Wits, Colombine; I'm 
juſt upon the Point of Marriage. 

Col. A fatal Point, indeed! I know many 2 
young Rogue of a Lover, that waits only for that 
Moment, to recerve the Reward of his paſt Ser- 
vices. | 

Doct. What do I hear! Ah, Colombine, I only 
wiſh I had ſome Proots of her Infidelity to cure 
me of the Love I have for the ungrateful Huſſy. 

Col. Go, and ſtay for me at the firſt Turning, 
and it ſhall be done in a Moment. 

Doc. | going out | Ah! Traitreſs! Traitreſs! 

Col. [ alone. The Good Man ſwallows down 
the Pill as Id have him. Now will I carry An- 
gelica into all the ſuſpicions Places in the Fair; I 
have already concerted my Meaſures with every 
Body. But who have we here? 


SCENE. VI. 
Harlequin, Colombine. 


Harl. A Halſpenny a-piece, a Halfpenny a- 
piece! Do but ſee how little Honeſty and Fair- 
dealing there is in Trade, — — to demand their 
Goods again of me, when they had ſold them 
ine for a Haltpenny a- piece! A pack of unconſci- 
onable Rogues! | per ceives Colombine] What have 
we here, more Gocds at a Halfpenny a- piece? 

Ne [ walks 


(11) 
{walks by her, and views her] this is ſome She. Ad- 
venturer, I ſuppoſe. Pray, Madam, may not you 
be one of thoſe tame Night-Birds, that look lan- 
guiſhingly upon the Citizens, and aſk them to 
| take a Pint? 

Col. Really, Sir, you do me more Honour than 
I deſerve. But pray now mayn't yon be one of 
thoſe valourous Knights, that being diſinherited 
by Fortune, find their Eſtates in the Purſes of Paſ- 

ſengers? 

Harl. I vow Madam, your Compliments put 
me to the Bluſn; I am a poor Gentleman, that 
have lately quitted the Service, to look for ſome 
Employment here in the Fair. 

G1 Pray, may I preſume to aſk you how long 
you have been in the Service? 

Harl, Ten Years. 

| Col. In Flanders, or in Germany? 

| Harl. At Paris. IT was three Years Curaſter of 

the Watch, after having ſerv'd as a Voluntier in 

: the * Rainbow Regiment. | 

| Col. I never heard of that Regiment before. 

Harl. And yet 'tis one of the greateſt Regi- 

| ments in the Kingdom. The Soldiers are ſome- 

times Foot and ſometimes Horſe, and aredrefsd 
in Green, Red, Yellow, juſt as the Captain fan- 
cies. | 

Col. I begin to have ſome ſmall Notion of your 

Regiment. | 
Harl. I can aſſure you, tis a Militia that is of 

very great Service to the State, and we out. ſtrip 

cer a Regiment in the Kingdom. We often 


1 come to be very conſiderable Officers; and I know 
C 2 a cer- 


— 
1 


— 
— 
-- 


| | — 
Aluding to the various. colour d Liveries worn by Foot men. 
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2 certain Commiſſioner that never perſorm'd his 
Exerciſes in any other Body. 

Col. Im overjoy'd, Sir, to meet with a Gentle- 
man that has ſtudy'd in ſo flouriſhing an Aca- 
demy. No donht, you are a perfect Maſter in the 
Exerciſe of the Flambeau ? | 

Harl. T have had the Honour to light the Lady 
of a Gentleman of the Robe, that of a Notary, 
and the Houſe-Keeper of an Abbe. 

Col, 'The Houſe-Keeper of an Abbe! A very co- 
mical Employment, truly. Pray, what Bulineſs 
had an Abbe for a Houſe-Keeper ? 

Har l. Oh, ſhe took Care of his Goods; ſhe made 
him Jellies, warm'd his Bed, and every Night 
curl'd up his Hair. 

Col. It can be no great Trouble to curl ſuch 
ſhort Hair as they wear commonly. 

Harl. Indeed you're miſtaken. I had rather 
dreſs ten Ladies, than put one Abbe's Head into 
Papers. 

Col. You're in the right after all; there's more 
fiddling about thoſe Gentlemen than about a Wo- 
man. 

Harl. For my Part, I have no manner of Cauſe 
to complain of the Women. They are a very | 

ood Sort of People, I think. Folks may rail at - 
them as much as they pleaſe ; but, really, I muſt 
| needs ſay, the Women are a little leſs impudent 
1 than the Men. = 
l Col. At leaſt one may {ay in their Defence, that 
they are more exposd to Danger. Let a Woman 
1 have but ever ſo little Life, and you ſhall have 
: a I hmer, or two, giving her Chace immediately. | 


| 
| 


. — 


She, for once, makes a Shift to avoid the dangerous 
1 Rock of Preſents, ſhe works out one Storm or two; 
= but then comes ſome violent Hurricane of Tears 
! and Sighs, the Lover crowds all his Sail, he 
. doubles 


1 
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doubles the Cape of Good- Hope; the Woman makes 


what Way ſhe can to ſave herſelf, ſtrikes againſt 
a Rock, the Veſlel turns Keel upward, and at 
ſuch a Pinch poor Honour has much ado to ſave 
itſelf by Swimming. 

Harl. And yet Honour is ſo ſmall and ſo light 
now- a- Days, that one wou d think it wou d ſwim 
like Cork. | 

Col. Pray now, had your Gentleman of the 
Robe's Lady an Honour that cou'd ſwim well? 

Harl. It wou'd dive now and then a little; but 
elſe ſhe was a brave Woman, i faith: She drew the 
Extracts of all the Caſes that were referr'd to her 
Huſhand: She had never itudy'd, and yet (wou'd 
one think it) was a better Scholar than himſelf. 

Col. And your Notary's Wife? Cou'd not ſhe 
ſhuffle upon Occaſion, as well as her Huſband, 
Harl. Oh, one ſhou'd never ſpeak ill of People 
whoſe Bread one has eaten! I ſhall only ſay. 
that if a Minute had been taken in the Study, of 
every Thing that paſs'd Above-ſtairs, there muſt 
have been above twenty Clarks to diſpatch the 
Buſineſs; and, to tell you the Truth, I believe 
there were hardly ſo many Acts paſt before my 
Maſter as before my Miſtreſs. 5 

Col. You mean, your Maſter never was with- 
out a Deputy, to do the Buſineſs he could not 
diſpatch himſelf © | 

Harl. Right, 

Col. For my Part, I never was in any Place, but 
I ſaw fo much to put me into the Spleen, that 
J have een turned myſelt to ſelling of Limonade 
here, to refreſh my Conſcience. 

Harl. Your Conſcience is not as brittle as your 
Glaſſes I hope. I too, for the Repoſe of mine, lie 
here to pick up a little Money among the gaping 
Cockneys. Tam the Maſter of the Month of Truth, 
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(14) | 
of the Show of Tarquin and Lucretia, of the Signs of 
the Zodiac, of the Seraglio of the Emperor - Cape 
Verde, and other little pretty profitable Fooleries 
of that Nature. | 

Col. What are you he that - 
Harl. Yes, I am he. | 


Col. Fifty Piſtoles then are dropping upon you 


unawares, if you will but join with us incheatin 
an old Doctor, by ſhewing him his Miſtreſs at al 
your Booths, and driving back a Country Booby 
to Pont ! Eve que. 

Harl. Why, d'you think then, that I am po- 
vern'd by Intereft? Alas, No; I can refuſe you 
nothing for fifty Piſtoles. 

Col I'll go ſend the Doctor to your Mouth of 
Truth, and then tell you what you are to do. 

Harl. Be quick then, and I'll go open my Show; 
Sobo within there, 


SCENE VIL 


The Scene draws, and diſcovers the Mouth of Truth, 
which is a Buſt placed upon a Table; at which ſits 


a Woman. 


Harl. Behold the Wonder of the curious World ! 
Whatever Doubts perplex your anxious Mind, 
Here you may ſee 5 05 d, if you have Eyes, 
Here you may hear explain d, if you have Ears, 
And Sixpence in your Purſe O Head re- 

nown d! | 
Production of this Pate, and Hand! Thou till, 
W Cockneys run to Shows, ſhalt fill this 

elly. 


*Tis true, you are but Wood and painted Paſte. 


board, ; 
Devoid of Reaſon, Wit, or common Senſe, 
yet 


— * —— 
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Yet Oracles ſhall iſſue from your Mouth: 

Nor need we think it ſtrange, we've often ſeen 
The Fate of liſtning Multitudes depend 
On ſolemn Councils, and on grave Aſſemblies 
Of Heads as empty, and as thick as thine, 


The Woman ſings. 


Flock about us Small and Great. 
How ſweet it is to learn one's Fate! 
In Hymen's tickliſh State alone, 
The fatal Secret's beſt unknown. 


Enter Doctor. 


Doct. A Gentlewoman, nam'd Colombine, told me 
Sir, that I might here learn News of a ſtray Vir- 
gin that I have advertiſed. 

Harl. [Viewing the Doctor from Head to Foot | 
This muſt be the Doctor ſhe told me of; Tl ban- 
ter him. Why do you give your ſelf the Trou- 
ble to look for a Virgin; and what will you do 
with her when you have found her? 

Doct. What will I do with her? Marry her. 
Harl. | Sneering in the Doctors Face | You mar- 
ry her! and, pray, what Profeſſion are you of Mr. 
Marryer ? 

Doct. Tam a Doctor, Sir, at your Service. 

Harl. Bene. A very convenient Profeſſion for 
a Wife. And how old? | 

Dock. I am now in my threeſcore and tenth 
Year. | 

Harl. Optime. A good ſlippery Year, and may 
chance to break your Neck. And what Age may 
the Virgin be of, pray ? 

Dock. Twenty, or thereabouts, RA 

arl, 
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Harl. You are much in the right, indeed. He 
that has no Teeth can't chuſe his Meat too ten- 
der. | | 

Dock. I would fain know, Sir, by Means of 
your Oracle, what Fortune I ſhall have in Mar- 
riage? 85 

Harl. You mean, you would know whether 
your loving Spouſe will not inſert your Name in 
the Catalogue of which Vulcan ſtands at the 
Head. 3 

Doct. True, that's what I want. 

Harl. You act wiſely. Tis better to be in- 
form'd of that Matter before- hand than afterwards. 
You muſt go to the Mouth of Truth, and try on 
the Cap. | 

Doct. What Cap? What do you mean? 

Harl. Taking the Cap off the Table] Here is a 
Cap for you, that was never miſtaken in its Life; 
if it changes its Shape upon your Head, you may 
depend upon it, you'll have one of the Head- 
dreſſes ſo much in Faſhion, 

Do#, Oh, put it on, put it on, I don't fear it. 

Harlequin puts the Cap upon his Head, and it im- 
mediately changes into a Pair of Horus; upon 
which the Woman ſings, 


Be proud to ſee thy Turbant wear 
Thoſe Arms the greateſt Turks revere. 
In every Nation 
They're in Faſhion, 
And many a Beau in Grizzle IWig, 
Hides Horns as branching and as big. 


The Doctor takes a little Looking-glaſs, which is 
25 the Table, looks at himſelf in it, flings the 
ap upon the Ground, and goes off in a Rage. 


Entey 


88 2 


7 
Enter Colombine, like a Girl. 


Col. Curioſit „ Sir, wou'd long ſince have 


brought me hither, had not Fear held me back. 


Harl. Curioſity would make a Girl do a 
great many Things, if Fear did not hold her back; 
but the Bridle is not always ſtrong enough. 

Col. I don't think there's any Body in the World 
more timorons than I am. I am afraid to ſtay 
any where alone, and anights am fo fraid of 
Spirits, that I'm forc'd to lye with my Mother. 

Harl. If you were once acquainted with cer- 
tain palpable Spirits, you'd ever afterwards be 
leſs afraid of them than of your Mother : But ſince 
you are ſo timorous and ſhamefac'd, I find I muſt 

ueſs what brings you hither. You wou'd know 
ow long your Beauty will laſt? 

Col. No, Sir ; for ſurely that will laſt as long as 
my Youth. 

Harl. Ay, but Women now a Days ſtretch 
Youth a little too far; and ſome by their own 
Reckoning are younger than their Danghters. 

Col. I know that to be true; for I have an old 
Aunt that will always put her ſelf off for my Siſter, 
and but to'ther Day broke her Looking-glals, 
ſaying in a Rage, that it was full of Wrinkles, 
and that they don't make ſo good now-a-Days, as 
they formerly. 

Harl. Have but a little Patience, and I intend 
ſhortly to ſet up a Glaſs-Houſe on Purpoſe for 
old Women. 

Col. Now I, for my Part, think this Folly ſo ve- 
ry ridiculous, that I'm refolv'd to quit all Pre- 
tenſions to Youth at twenty Yearsold. 

Harl. Ay, youll reckon right till vou are 
Eighteen ; but you will be a deviliſſi While in 

D your 
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your nineteenth Year. I find, then, it is not the 
Care either of your Youth or Beauty that brings 

a hither. 

Col. Neither. 3 

Harl. 1 wonder at it; for Women generally 
have no Care beſides. Perhaps you want to know 
how many Lovers you ſhall have? 

Col. Lovers? What Things are Lovers? 

Harl. Why, a Lover is a Kind of ſubmiſhve 
Animal, that inſinuates himſelf into the Favour of 
you young, Women like a Spaniel, bites you like 
a Maſtiff, and then flies from you like a Grey- 
Hound. ; 

Col. If thoſe are what you call Lovers, I 
have enow of them: Among others, I have a 
remote Sort of a Couſin, that 1s always following 
me, kiſſing my Hands whenever he can catch 'em, 


and telling me that he ſhall kill himſelf if I don't 
conſent to love him. 


Harl. The Spaniel that; have a Care he don't 


grow to be a Maſtiff; for I'm very much deceiv'd 
if that Couſin has not a great Mind to be more 
nearly related to you. 

Col. T'm acquainted too with a young Gentle- 
man that goes every Year to the Army, and is 


_ eternally making me ſome little Preſent. 


— That's the Grey- Hound; look to your 
Its. | 
Col. He brought me theſe Hezdcloths ang Ruf. 
fles out of Flanders. | al 
Harl. Headcloths and Ruffles! When a Woman's 
Head and Arms are ſecur'd, ſhe'll make but a 
r Defence, I can tell you that. 
Col. Now I would fain know if but 


is there no Body will over-hear us? 


Harl. No, no, ſpeak boldly. 


Col. 


5 $08.3 
Scar. No, no, Sir; I have an Aſthma that 
choaks me. 

Harl. Does it choak you; you Il ſoon be freed 
from it then. 

Scar. And I would know whether my Wife, 
who is but eighteen Years old, and found of Body, 
will die before me. 

Harl. If ſhe means to die before you, ſhe muſt 
make good Haſte, I can tell her. 

Scar. But my Diſtemper proceeds from Melan- 
choly ;—— my Wife promis'd to make me merry. 

Harl. How can a young Wife be merry with 
an old Phthiſical Huſhand ? - 

Scar. She ſings, ſhe dances, ſhe plays on the 
Guitarre ; — but the Miſchief of it 1s, ſhe plays 
ſo well that there's no hearing her without 
Dancing; and I can't dance but I die for Want 


of Breath——Ah, Sir, ſee ſhe purſues me even 
hither. 


Enter Angelica with a Guitarre, ſmging and dancing; 
Harlequin dances with ber. 


Harl. | having done dancing] Sure this is the 
Wife of Orpheus, ſhe puts every Thing into Mo- 
tion. Pray, Madam, is old Nick in you, to 
make a poor old Phthiſical Man dance as you do? 
Ang. I have my Reaſon for what Ido; by the 
Marriage- Contract my Huſband gave me a thou- 
ſand Piftoles, to be paid after his Death: Since 
our Marriage he has promis'd to give me a thou- 
ſand more, if I can cure him of his Aſthmatick 


Melancholy. I want Money, and dance he muſt, 


or die, which he pleaſes, Come dance, dance. 
is] La, la, la. | | 
Harl. [to Scaramouche] She's in the right. Why 
did you promiſe her a thouſand Piſtoles? You 
muſt dance, Avg. 
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* Le Let a Husband's Diſeafe 
Be whatever you pleaſe, 
Palſy, Dropſy, or Phthifick, 
Gout, or over-much Phyſick. 
Tire lire, lira, liron, fa, fa, fa, 
Tire lire, lira, liron, 
Tf bis Wife ſays Dance, John, 
His Reſiſtance is vain. 
The poor Wretch muſt dance on, 
Till kind Death breaks his Chain. 
Tire, lire, lira, &c. 


Sannananen an asd 
ACT II. SCENE I. 


Colombine, Doctor. 


Cal. TME would think, Sir, your Heat for 


Marriage ſhould be a little cool'd by 
this Time. 
Dock. Why, indeed, what I have ſeen does 
not enflame it very much. 
Col. Sincerely, you have but poor Luck in 
our Conſultations, for that deyiliſh Cap took a 
A Figure upon your Head. 
Do8. I was as much amazed, as if I had really 


found Horns growing there. 


Col. Twas much the ſame Thing, I think. 
Dock. That the Forehead of a Doctor ſhould be 
ſubject to ſuch Accidents! 
Cal. Greater Scholars than you, have the ſame 


Chance every Day. 


DoF. I find Women are a diſſembling Herd of 
Cattle. v7] 


Col, A- 


—— 
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Col. Agreed. But they are not ſo much in the 
wrong neither. Wou'd you have a young Girl 
bury her ſelf alive with an old Man, that is 
Receiver-Generzl of all the Defluxions and 
Rheumatiſms that breed in the whole City ? 

Doct. Not ſo neither, yet a while, | 

Col. No, but you will be ſhortly ; and tis very 
fortunate that Angelica proves a Jilt, to ſave 
you from giving your Love the finiſhing Ce- 
remony. 

Dod. However, Colombine, let us keep theſe 
Things to our ſelves. Don't let us cry her down. 
There is a Norman has ask'd her of me in Mar- 
riage. If my Love of Angelica goes off, I'll make 
a Friend with, her. 

Col. Let us firſt ſhow you Angelica in her true 
Cclours, and then you may do what you pleaſe. 

Do8. Go; I follow you, 


Col. | Afide.| I find one may lead this Fellow 
by the Noſe like a Bear. 


SCENE II. 


Leander like a Marquis, Octavio like a Chevalier, 


Harlequin like a fantaſtick Lady, Scaramouche 
like a Shopkeeper holding a Piece of Silk, and a 
Lacquey. All coming out of a Gaming-Houſe. 


Murg. No, Chevalier, you ſhan't pay a Far- 
thing; my Purſe muſt do it this Time. 
Chev. I tell you, Marquis, I will abſolutely 


pay; for ſuch is my Pleaſure. 


Harl. No, Gentlemen, if you pleaſe, neither 


of you ſhall pay; you ſhan't ruin your ſelves in 


my Company. 
Marg. The Opportunity of the Fair gives Au- 
thority to this ſmall Preſen 8 


t. 
Harl. No, 
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Harl. No, I tell you, I will have none of 
your Silk. Caſcaret, carry this to my Taylor, 


and bid him make me a Wrapper of it, and 


trim it with flame-colour'd Ribbands. {Turning 
to the Chev. and Marq. | No, Gentlemen, I never 
accept of any Thing from Men. | 

Chev. But, Madam, this 1s a mere Trifle. 
Marg. Indeed, Madam, you can't refuſe this 
ſmall Offering, after ſo many Obligations 
which 

Harl. Nay, good Sir | 

Chev. I muſt be the-greateſt of Raſcals, if I 
did not give this Lady Proofs of my Gratitude 


upon all Occaſions. 


Harl. Oh, Menſieur le Chevalier is too gene- 
rous. 

. Marg. Nay, if you talk of Obligations, no Bo- 
dy can be more oblig d to the Lady than Iam: 
I perfectly ſabſiſt upon her, and whenever I 
come Home from the Army, her Houſe is my 


Inn. 
Harl. The Inn is but an indifferent one, Mon- 


freur le Marquis; but the Hoſteſs is very much 


your humble Servant. 


Chev. I muſt be the laſt of Scoundrels, if I | 


forgot the Sale the Lady has lately made of an 

Eſtate, to remountmy Troop, and furniſh it with 

Buftcoats and Cockades. 
Harl. Nay, tye, Chevalier 


Marg. Preſents are not what I'm moſt affected 
with. The Lady has done me the_Honour to 
ſpend eight Days with me at my Country-Houſe, 
where, I thank my Stars, I had no manner of 
Cauſe to.complain of my hard Fortune. | 

Harl. Monſieur le Marquis is always very o- 
bliging. 


Chev. Fa- 


| 
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Chev. Favours in the Country are Things of 


Chance ; but a private Meeting in 
Harl. Silence, you Toad you, —— I abhor 


People that tell. 


Marg. Chevalier, you may ſay what you pleaſe, 
but I will moſt certainly pay. 

Chev. You may take it how you pleaſe, Mar- 
quis, but I ſhall make bold to lay down the 
Money. 

Shopk, Decide that how you pleaſe between 
you z I dont care who pays, not I, ſo I am but 

aid. 
y Marg. True. 

Chev. You ſay right, Friend, \ 

Marg. | ſearching his Pockets| And to ſhow you 
that I abſolutely mean to pay prithee, Che- 
valier, lend me ten Louis d'Ors. 

Chev. | routing in his Pockets | Ten Louis d'Ors ? 
Egad I'd lend them you with all my Heart, 
but hang me if I have a Sous. 

Marg. Nor I neither, the Devil fetch me. 

Harl. I thought how 'twou'd be. 

Shopk. Twas hardly worth while to diſpute fo 
long which ſhould pay. 

Harl. J muſt needs own, you Courtiers do eve- 
ry Thing in a Manner much more noble than 
other People. 

Chev. |to the Shopk.| Don't be uneaſy, Friend, 
TIl but juſt run Home to fetch Money, and be 
with you again in a Moment. 

Marg. No, faith Chevalier, if you pay a Groat 


you muſk expect to hear from me. The Agent 


of our Regiment lives but two Steps oti, III fly 
to him— both go out. 

Harl. | making the Shopł. a ve: y low Chu tæſy] Sir, 
I am your molt obedient humble Servant, and 
wiſh you a Good-Morrow. | 


_ — o___—_— 
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Shopk. Hopping ber | Soft, if you pleaſe, Ma- 


dam, you have my Silk, and I don't mean to let 


you go till you have paid me for it. 
Harl. Uncivil Brute! Surely the Fellow means 


to be 1mpudent |! 


Shopk. No, no, Madam; but I mean to have 
my Money. 

Harl. Your Money ! What an ill-bred Raſcal 
this is! To ask a Woman of Quality for Mo- 
ney! Fie! Plague choak me if I have a Penny 

Shopk. Give me ſomething in Pawn then. 

Harl In Pawn ! in Pawn! Do Women of my 
Faſhion uſe to put Things in Pawn! However, 
Friend, there's my Necklace for you. 5 

[ Takes off ber Necklace, and gives it him. 

Shopk. Your Necklace, Madam! I'll have none 
of it, 'tis nothing but Glaſs. . 

Harl. Nothing but Glaſs, I'd have you to know 
"tis 'tis ſuch as Women of Quality wear. 
Was there ever ſuch an 1mpertinent Puppy? 

Shopk. Come, Madam, I cant ſtay all Day; 
will you pay me or no ? 

Harl. | gives him ber Scarf, Muff, Gown, Petti- 


coat, and remains in her Stays and Under- Petticoat 


Gallantry is but in a beggarly Condition now- 
a-days, that's certain. Hey, Lacquey, hold up 
1 I[Exeunt. 


SCENE Ill. 


Colombine, Mezzetin like Squire Ninnyhammer, 


Pierrot like a Country Looby, a Rogue fleals away 


Ninnyhammer's Sword, and ſlips F. 


Col. Pray, Sir, are not you Squire Niuny. 


Jummer of Pont-I Eveque ? 
Mex. Ves, Sweet-heart. 
Col. And 


| 
| 


( 27 ) 

Col. And you come to the Fair to look for 
Mrs. Angelica © 

Mex The ſame. 


Col. If youll ſtep into my Booth you ſhall 


{ce her. 


Mex. Into your Booth! [ aſide] the Jade wants 
to draw me in I find. [aloud | No, thank you, 
Miſtreſs, I don't love to be alone with Women. 

Col. Never fear, Squire; tho' you are young 
and handſome, PII aſſure you im not at all 
tempted with your Perſon. 

Mez. Ay, bite him there an' you can! No, 
no; I know how eafily a young Man is de- 
bauch d. 

Col. Deuce take the Booby! Well, ſince you 
won't come; in, I'll go tell] Mrs reli that 
you are here: Your Servant, good Squire NI. 
hammer of Pont FEveque. | Goes in, Mezz.. remains 

with Pierrot. 

Mex. I was advis d to take Care of my ſelf 
when I came to PHS. How find the Women 
are here of our Country Folk? But let them 
come, I'll give them as good as they bring, [1 
warrant you. Boy———— 

Pier. Maſter. 

Me z. Sirrah, don't let Woman nor Girl come 
a-near me, do you hear, 

Pier. If any of them come, III tell them you 
are beſpoke already. 

Mex. farben hi; Pockets God forgive me, 
I believe ſome Body has ſtole my Sword! Di alt 
thou ſee no Body nibbling z about me ? 

Pier. Yes, Sir, I iaw a fine} NAN ome Gentle: 
man, dreſs'd in Red. that took Inife, Sheath, and 
all: I thought he'd have put it cn again, but 
he nan t put! it on again yet. 
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= What! Sirrah, Why did you not tell me 
of it? 

Pier. He wink'd at me to ſay nothing, and 
ſlided it away fo cleverly, that *twould have 
made one die with Laughing to ſee the comical 
Dog. | 

Mex. T1 deduct it out of your Wages, depend 
upon it, 

Pier. I thought 'twas the Way of the Fair, for 
my Part; and I ſaw it done to three or four Peo- 
ple, that did not ſay a Word. 

Mez. Boobily Blockhead! 

Pier. T waun't oblig'd to know ſo much, not I. 
Do you think every Body can have ſo much Wit 
as your ſelf? 

Mex. Pray go look for the Man in the Fair, 
will you; and bid him bring me my Sword again, 
for I want it. Exit Pierrot. 


SCENE IV. 


Harlequin and Mexxetin. 


Harl. Here's our Country-man, I'll accoſt him. 
Your Servant, Sir. . 
Mex. | Aſide, trembling, and drawing back]! 1 
don't like the Look of that Fellow; Boy ! 


Ha;l. This is the firſt Man that ever I fright- 
| SN | | 
Mex. Pray, Sir, did not you take my Sword? 
Harl. How, Sir! What do you take me for? 
Blood and Thunder, I have a good Mind to cut 
your Ears off. | 


Mex. Cut my Ears off! Pray have a Care what 


you ſay: Id have yon to know, I'm a going to 


wear a Sword too, and came to Paris on Purpoſe to 
5 | buy 


(29) 
buy a Place in the Army: Do you know cf 
any odd Regiment to be ſold. | 

Harl. | Afide) A pretty Fellow, faith, to buy 
a Regiment! | Aloud] What do you mean, pray, 
by an odd Regiment? 

Mez Why any old Second hand Regiment, 
that's almoſt worn out, and that wou'd come for 
littleor nothing. 

Harl. You muſt enquire among the Brokers in 
Monmonth-Street. And what Name wou'd you 
have your Regiment go by ? 

Mex. My own, to be ſure. 

Harl. And what's your Name? 

Mex. Chriſtopher Nimmbammer, at your Service. 

Harl. A brave warlike-ſounding Name, indeed! 
and if all the Ninnyhammers in Paris liſt them- 
ſelves in your Regiment, it will ſoon be full. 

Mex. Ay, I hope ſo. 

Harl. When ever you want Recruits, your only 
Way will be to beat up in the Thuilleries in Sum- 
mer Time. 

Mez. Why in the Thmlleries ? 

Harl. Becauſe, in the Dog-Days, that's the Re- 
ſort of the pretty { Heroes in the whole King- 
dom. About Sun- ſet, you ſhall ſee on one Hand 
a pretty Summer Foplin walk boldly in the Field 
of Battel, commonly call'd, The Great Alley, braving 
the unwholſome Dew, and cover d Oer with noble 
honourable Duſt : On the other, you ſhall ſee a 
great Lownger inſulting the Cheſtnut-Trecs with 
his keen Penknife, reviewing a Regiment ot 
Coquets, and burning with a Martial Heat to, 
come to an Engagement with tome pliant Nympli 
whom he challenges into the Grove. Z 

Mex. Ay, theſe are ſuch Soldiers as I cond 
wiſh for. But before I liſt this Regiment, I. 
ſhou'd be glad to liſt a certain Lady in Marriage. 


Ha; J. 
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Harl. Have a Care ſhe does not lift you 
among the Cuckolds. 
Mez. No, no, Boy; I'm ſaſe enough on that 


Side, never fear. She's as virtuous —— a ſweet 
Fubs, faith, —— her Names Angelica: They 
ſay ſhe's come to the Fair, and I'm looking for 
her. | 


Harl. | Afide\ You'll hardly find her, I be- 
lieve. | Aloud] What, Sir! is the Lady you look 
for, and are to marry, Angelica, the Doctor's 
Neice ? 
Mex. Aye, Sir; Why, do you know her? 
Harl. O! Sir, let me embrace you. She's the 
beſt Friend I have. She has ſpoke to me of you 
above a hundred Times, and 1s now impatiently 
expecting you. She's but half a Stone's Throw 
off I'll go tell her you want her. Your Servant, 
Mr. Chriſtopher Ninnybammer of Pont I'Eveque. 
Harlequin, as he goes out, makes a Sign to 
s if Scaramouche, who appears at the farther 
Bil End of the Stage, dreſid like a Harper; 
s if and after having whiſper d him in the Ear, 
1 a goes out. | 
Sil. Mex. Od, at firſt, I took this Man for a Rogue; 
| but I find he's a good honeſt Sort of a Fellow. | 
il But, who comes here, tro “?? 5 f 
it ow 


| | SCENE V. 


Scaramouche and Mezzetin. 


Scar. | In a red Cloak. telling over Money] Five and 
Four make Nine, and Twenty, make Nine and 
Twenty; Two Snuff Boxes worth Ten more, 
make Nine and Thirty; a Watch of Five and 
Twenty : In all, comes to about Ihrecſcore aud 
Four or Five Piſtoles. | 5 


M ex. 
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Mex. Over. hearing him] Pray, Sir, what may 
you be a reck ning of ? | 
Scar. Oh! nothing, nothing; only 'Threeſcore 
and Ten Piſtoles, that I won in the Gaming. Room 
here. 
Mex. The Deuce! Threeſcore and Ten Piſtoles! 
rare Gaming 

Scar. Rare! Why, if I had a Mind to it, I 
cou d win Ten Thouſand; but J uſe a Conſcience; 
I content my ſelf with a Little. | 

Mex. Why, do you uſe any Conſcience in Ga- 
ming, then? 

Scar. Oh! aye, Sir, when one is ſure of Win- 


ning. 


Mex. Why, are you always ſure of Winning, 
then? How ſo, pray ? | 

Scar. | Looking about him] Why, to tell you a 
Secret, I'm a Sharper. I always carry loaded 
Lice about me, and throw Doublets and Sixes 
when ever I pleaſe. 

Mex. A charming Art, that! Youre a happy 
Man! Donblets when ever you pleaſe! 


Futer Harlequin with bis Noſe in a red Cloak, 


Harl. TIl quickly diſpatch Monſieur de Pont 
F Eveque, TY warrant him. | To Scaramouche]! 
Oh! I'm glad to find veu, Mr. Pubble- Boy. I have 
been looking yon; you cheated me of all my Mo- 
ney ; but I've fetch d a hundred Piſtoles more. 
Come, my Revenge, or we muſt cut one another's 
throats, | 

Scar. | Laying lis Hand upon bis Sword | Oons, 
Mr. Trickwel, you talk big, but | 

Mez. | Inter poſing | Pray Gentlemen be pacity d. 
Jo Harlequin | What, Sir, has he won much 
Money of you at Dice ? 

Hatl. 


— — —— 


Xn) 


Harl. He's a Sharper, Sir, and has not won it, 
but tnck'd me out of it; and I mean to make 
him either return me my Money, or play with 
RE me again. | | 
II. Mex. And how much have you to loſe ? 
| l | Harl. A hundred Piſtoles here! | Shews the Purſe. 
I Mex. Well, I'll talk to him, and try to make 
114 him give you Satisfaction. To Scaramouche |] 
| 1 Come, Sir, he has a hundred Piſtoles more, een 
Ti! win em of him. 
$14 Scar. No, no, Sir; I can't have the Conſcience 
114 to do it. | | 
| | | Mex. What a Pox, then play for me; I have 
144 no Conſcience, not I, I'm a Norman. 
144 Scar. Do you ſpeak ſeriouſſy? 
Wo Mez. Why, I tell you, I beſe*ch you to do 
4H 118 It. But pray now pull out your loaded Dice, and 
Lil ſweep all. 
T il Scar. Let me alone. {To Harlequin] Well, 
14 Mr. Trickwel, call for a Table. 
14 Harl. Soho, within there, bring out a Table 
11 and Dice. | 
144 Mex. Come, quick, quick. [To Harlequin] If 
— it had not been for me, Sir, he wou'd not have 
1 play d. | 
108 Harl. I'm oblig'd to you, Sir; for I was reſolv'd 
108 he ſhou'd draw his Sword elle ; ſo that you have 
198 ſavd me a Duel. 
| Harl. [Taking the Box, and ſhaking the Dice] 
f Come, Sir, ſet me. 


7 7 
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Table and Dice brought out. 
Scaramouche ſits down at one 
End of it, Harlequin at the 
other, and Mezzetin ſtands 

in the Middle, 
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Scar. 


. 


more. 


Scar, [Takes Ninnyhammer's Purſe, and tells 
twenty Louis d'ors ont of it | I ſet you twenty 


Louis d ors. 


Harl. At them. |Throws| Mine. 

Scar. | Takes out as many more] I ſet you as ma- 
ny more. | | 

Harl. At them. Mine. 

Mez. | Aſide to Scaramouche, balf in a Paſſion} 
Why, Sir, what are you a doing ? 

Scar. Oh! let me alone; tis only to draw him 
in. | To Harl. | I ſet you the reſt of the Purſe. 

Harl. At them. Mine. 

Mez. ¶ Aſide to Scaramouche, almaſt crying | Why, 
Sir, your loaded Dice don't cog at all! and there's 
my Mony gone. Where are the Doublets of 
Sixes ? 

Scar. Never trouble your ſelf, you ſhall ſee 
me take the Dice in Hand : Have you no more 
Money about you? 

Mex. Yes, I have three Louis d Ors more here. 

Harl. | Riſmg to be gone] Well, Gentlemen, 
ſince you have no m re Money 

Mez. Hold, Sir, we have three Louis d Ors 


Harl. A fine Catch indeed ! but come, I'm a 
fair Gameſter ; I ſet you thoſe three Louis d'Ors. 
Scar. At them. Doublets of Sixes. Mine. 
Mez. | Laughing and jumping about | Doublets of 
Sixes! we've won! we've won! ah! | to Scara- 
mouche] theſe were the loaded Dice, wer n't 
they ? 
Scar. Yes. You ſhall have brave Sport now. 
Mez. | To Harlequin] Come, Sir, ſet us bold- 
Iy, now we've got our lozded Dice ! 
Harl I ſet you theſe ſix Louis d Ons. 
Scar. At em Mine. 


F 


Mex. ¶ Laughing immoderately | Doublets of Sixes 
nothing but Doublets of Sixes ! | embraces Scara- 
mouche | Ah! you dear little Rogue you. 

Harl. I ſet you twelve Louis d Ors. 

Scar. At them. 

Harl. Mine. Your Servant, Gentlemen. 

 Mezx. | Stoppirg him | Stay, Sir, ſtay. ¶ To Sca- 
ramouche, crying] But, Sir, what do your loaded 


Dice mean, they ſweep nothing but ſmall Par- 
cels ? x. 


Scar. Oh ! we muſt let him win now and then, 
to draw himin, you know. He 1s not gone yet. 
See if you have nothing elſe about you. 

Mezz. Here's a Watch of twelve Louis d'Ors, 
and a Diamond Ring of fifty. To Harlequin] Come, 
Sir, at my Diamond and my Watch; they are 
very well worth ſixty Louis d Ors. 

Harl. I never play for Toys, 
Sake, —— I ſet you ſixty Piſtoles. 
Scar. At your ſixty Piſtoles. 

Harl. Mine. | Takes the Watch and Ring, and riſes. 

Mexx. Stoppiug him and crying | But, Sir, heark- 
yon-me a little, I have 

Harl. Il hear nothing. The Place is free, 
III play no more. Your Servant. Exit. 

Mexx. Io Scaramouche, crying heartily | You 
have ruin'd me, Sir, with your loaded Dice. I 


have neither Money, nor Watch, nor Ring. 
What ſhall I do ! what ſhall I do! 


but for your 


| Finding no Body anſwers him, he 
goes mearer, and perceives that 
Sczramouche 7s gone, and has left 
nothing but his Cloak upon the 
Chair. Mezzetin crys, Thieves, 
Thieves; then takes the Cloak, and 


ays 
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Mezz. They have cheated me of my Money, 
my Watch, and my Ring. — I-cad, they ſhall 
never have their Cloak again, as long as they 
breathe. The Devil take the Fair, the City, 
and all the Sharpers in it. I will go Home into 
my own Country, and never ſet Foot into this 
damn'd Place again. Exit. 
Re-enter Harleq. laughing and hooting after Mezzetin. 

Harl. Let him go, Jet him go; *tis Squire 
Chriſtopher Ninnybammer of Pont I E veque, gong 
Hoine again. Ha, ha, ha. A rare Blockhead, 
a rare Blockhead ! I muſt needs fay, that to a 
Man of Wit, who is ſomewhat Maſter of the Art 
of Sharping, this Paris is a perfect Peru of Trea- 
ſure: But of all the Trades here practis d, a 
Love-Broker is the moſt uſetul; and here's my 
Argument for it: Some Trades, as Perriwig- 
makers, Sword-cutlers, Armourers, Hatters, are 
{ſerviceable to the Men only; and others deal 
wholly with the Women; but in this konoura- 
ble Profeſſion, we take of both Hands, and are 
neceſſary to all. They ſay one halt of the People 
of this round Machine, bubbles the other half: 
If then there were a Law, that all that follow 
my Employment ſhow'd be dreſs'd as I am, bleſs 
me, how the Streets wou'd be crowded with Har- 
lequius ! 

Euter Pierrot. 

Pier. Sir, they ſtay for you, the Booth's fall. 

1 Harl. Begin then; I'll make ready to play my 
art. 

Scene draw, and diſcovers a magnificent Palace. 

The Doctor, and a great many others, come 

. tn, and place themſelves to ſee the Show. 

Doct. To Pierrot] What are we to ſee now? 

Fier. We ſhall preſent you with the Tragedy 
of Tarquin and Lucretia. Silence: We begin. 

F 2 Lucretia 
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Lucretia, at her Toilet; Mezzetin, for Tarquin's 
"Squire; Harlequin. for Taiqun. 

Lucret. | Alcne| 
What baſe Report 1s this that wonnds my Glory ! 
Shall I give Credit to th' 1njurious Rumour ? 
Dares Iarquin, in Contempt of all that's Sacred, 
Feed in his canker'd Breaſt ſuch guilty Thoughts? 
Why, O ye Gods, did you theſe Charms beſtow 
On me, who will not put them to their Uſe? 
On me, who will not throw out ſmiling Glances, 
To bind each Day a Lover to my Chariot ? 
On me, who am not like thoſe free Ccquets, 
That turn the Penny with their ſecret Favours, 
And ſell for Coin the Preſents of the Gods? 
But why, preſumptuous, ſhow'd I ſcold at Heav'n ? 
*Tis I, Tis I, that caus'd the Love of Tarquin! 
"Twas I that ſpent three live-long Hours to Day, 
In diſhing out my Charms with this Attire. 


*Twas I that bound this flowing Length of Hair 


To good Behaviour in theſe dangling Curls: 

Ye dangerous Ornaments, pernicious Charms, 

Be gone to others Thus I tear you from me; 

Go, periſh, if you can't agree with Virtue! 

| is going to pull off her Head. dreſs. 

But what raſh Foot 1s this that treads my Chamber? 
Mez. Forgive me Princeſs, if with hardy Steps, 

I come before you in this horrid Pickle, 

Beſpatter'd like a Pack-Horſe, haſty Zeal — 

But hold, -—- pray tell me firſt, — if you're Lu- 

| (cretia © 


Lucr. My Lord, I am, 
Mez. The Emperor of Rome 
Has {ent me hither Poſt, thro' thick and thin, 


To give yon Tokens of his Heart's deep Wounds; 


Videlicet, this ample Billet-Doux, 
And this Seftertium, which, in modern Money, 
Makes 


| 
\ 


| 
\ 
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Makes juſt a thouſand Crowns and Nine-pence 
Farthing. 

Een take a Fool's Advice, and do the Job. 
Lucr. Are theſe for me, my Lord? 
Mez. For you, my Lady. 
Lucr. O Heavens! 
Mez. Here Madam, 


Can you read? —— 
(See, what he ſays —— 
Lucr. Amazement ſtrikes me Dumb. 
Mez. Madam, you ſee we don't deſign to 
| (chouſe you: 
"Tis ſign'd and ſeal'd in Form: Here's Tarquin's 
| (Hand ; | 
There's his Great Seal, and lower down, 
(my Mark. 
Lucr. [reads] Madam, Love ties all Hearts in 
your Chains, and you lead them where you pleaſe, like 
Pigs in a String. Ion ſee my Way of making Love is 
in good ready Caſh, and I dont value what it coſſs 
me. Tour Eyes have ſtruck a Spark of Love into my 
Heart, and it bas taken Fire like Tinder. 
Lucr. The Stile 1s warm. 
Mez. And pithy, and conciſe. 


But better than the Note this Gold will plead. 


gives her the Purſe. 
Lucr. What mean you, Sir? The Purſe I'il take 
(tor once; 
But ſurely Tarquin does not know Lucretia. 
Mex. Not know you? I'll be hang'd then like 
| (a Dog. 
And ſee how dear he loves you, thus to give 
Three hundred Louis d'Ors, in ready Money, 
For that which many'd ſell for Half a Crown, 
And thank you too. | | 
Lucr. But for Reſpe& to Tarquin, 
My Lord, I'd kick you headlong down the Stairs. 
Mex. Down Stairs? What kick me down the 
(Stairs, my Lady? 
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Lucr. Yes, down the Stairs, my Lord; for let 
(me tell you, 
You've undertaken but a queer Employment. 
Mex. Tis, for all that, the ſureſt Way to riſe. 
Lucr. My Lord, youre troubleſome: out 
| (of my Houſe. 
Mez. Here's Tarquin's ſelf; take Care and do 
(your Duty, 
While I perform my Part, and hold the Door. 
You know, that when the Soldier takes the Ready, 
He's liſted, ipſo facto, * Redemption. 
Enter Harlequin, as Tarquin, follow d by ſeveral 
| Guards. 
Targ. Before I came to tell my Flame myſelf, 
E ſent m' Ambaſlador to feel your Pulſe, 
But ſoon by fierce Impatience kick'd and ſpurr'd, 
I broke the Curb that held me from your Preſence, 
And came with all the Speed my Heels cou'd make. 
Lucr. My Lord, I am net us'd to hear ſuch 
Talk. Lucretia, from her very Swaddlinz-Clouts, 
Has been a ſhining Pattern for her Virtue. _ 
Targ. In a whole Life one Slip may be allowd. 
We ſee the Sun it ſelf's ſometimes eclips'd, 
And yet ſhines out again in all his Brightneſs 
And many a Woman here, whoſe Virtue oft 
Has been eclips d, bears ſtill the Name of Virtuous. 
The Knack ont is to do the Deed with Cunning: 
Let me eclipſe you once, *twill ſoon be;over. 
Lucr. Sure you forget, my Lord, that I'm Lu- 
hy | (cretia. 
Targ. Yes, ſo I wow'd; for when my Eyes behold 
That tiny taper Shape, that roguiſh Look, 
That ſmooth freſn Skin, that Mouth, thoſe Teeth, 
: (thoſe Neykans, 
Which like two Diamonds ſperkle, ſhine, and 


But more than all, thoſe pretty little Mountains 
Stuck 
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Stuck to the Boſom with two Nails of Coral, 


That little lovely Noſe, that— Ah! Sweet Princeſs, 
Every Lucretia wou'd be thought a Woman, 
And every Man wou'd be as warm as Tarquin. 
9555 [ offers to kiſs her Hand. 
Lucr. What bold Attempt is this my Lord? 
(What do you? 
Tarq. Nothing but what another Man wou d do. 
A burning Fire is kindled in my Boſom, 


And all my Guts are ſhrivell'd up like Parchment! 


Ah, that ſweet Face! —— Thoſe Charms! —— 
(How my Mouth waters! 
Lucr. Did you with Innocence — per- 

FORTY ape 
But all your Thoughts, my Loxd, are downright 
| naughty. 
Tarq. Madam, I love, as every Monarch does; 
A Smile may fill a common Lover's Belly; 


My hungry Pathon craves ſubſtantial Food. 


Lucr. My Lord, you'll drive my Soul to ſome 
(Exceſs. 
Tarq. Madam, you'll drive my Flame to ſome 
| (Exceſs. 
Enough already, you have blown my Fire, 

Nor can I ſlip my Neck from forth the Collar. 
Lucr. Ere I woud let thee have thy A 01 
1 4 Will, 

I'd run this Dagger thro my virtuous G 
Tar. Tis yet too ſoon to play ſuch Tricks na 
(thoſe, 
Let's do it firſt, and then ſtab where es 
Tucr. What, Sir, my Virtue, that immortal 
| | (Flower ? 
Targ. Pox! Here's a Fuſs indeed about your 


Virtue ! 
Ho, Guards! f 
Alexz. Your Will, Sir? 
413 4 43 1 ; "4+ | Lucr. 
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Lucr. If no Pray'rs can ſtop 


Your luſtful Rage, behold the nobleſt Action, 


The World e're heard of. Cruel, barbarous Man! 
In vain, I've fought againſt thy black Deſigns, 
Now thou ſhalt know Lucretia, and her Virtue, 
| She flabs herſelf, and lets her Dagger fall. 
Targ. What do I ſee, ye Gods! 
Mez. Pooh ! ſhe's in Jeſt, Man. 
Targ. Plague choak me! no! ſhe falls! ſhe 


dies! 


"Twas I, you cruel Gods, that was her Murderer; 
Twas I that plung'd the Dagger in her Heart: 
Open thy Jaws, O Earth, gape wide, gape wide, 
And gulp me down thy frightful, craggy Throat 
Fall, fall, thou Thunder, in a thouſand Splinters, 


And beat theſe wicked Brains out - but methinks | 


This Arm might do my Buſineſs full as well, 
And ſave the Gods the Trouble. | Takes up the 
Dagger which Lucretia had ſtabb d berſelf with, 
come, thou Dagger, 
Still warm with ſmoaking Virtue; in one Hour 
Thou fhalt deſtroy both Tarquin and Lucretia; 
Pierce this baſe Heart, pierce deep, 
| (Why don't I do it? 
Let's ſtrike, — no, let's adjourn it till to morrow. 
T find my Arm grow faint ; I can't help crying, 
Nor hold the Dagger longer for my Blood. 
"Tis well if I don't ſwoon, come hold me up, 
| | to Mez. leaning upon him. 
O Age! O Manners! What will Times to 
f come 
Say, when they hear, that rather than comply, 


A Woman dy'd! Ah! my Lucretia! Ah! 


Thy raſh Example will be little follow'd! 
Es | Mex. 


| 
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Mex. Weep, weep, my Lord, for what your 
(Franks have dne! 

Targ. I can't; but you who can, e'en do it for 
me. 

Mex. At leaſt, Sir, ſing; do ſomething 10 be- 
(wail her. 

Targ. Thou rather oughtſt to take thy Pipe 
(in Hand. 


[Sings] For I took thee for my Valet, 
Becauſe of thy ſweet Flageolet. 


Both ſinging STI took thee for my? 


„ Valet, 
they 5 r took me for bis S ale 


Becauſe of 1 979 ſweet Flageolet. 


SEL Tee tic: iti trix Et 


Octavio, Harlequin, Pierrot. 


Harl. | to Pier. one, I ſay: As I undertook 
"BY the Buſineſs. ſo Ill go thro? 

with it. 

Oct. But let him ſpeak. 

Harl. I have * Sir For my Part, I 
have done, I have done: A Beaſt [peak ! — 
O Lud, O Lud. 

Pier. No more a Beaſt than your ſelf. 

Oct. | to Harl.] Prithee let's hear him. Who 


knows? The Itch he has to be  ſhening may 


proceed from ——— 


G Harl. 
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Harl. The Itch he has to be ſpeaking does not 
ſurprize me. Omnis homo naturaliter cupit ſcire. 
But I'm ſurpriz d you ſhou'd deſire to hear him. 
OR. Come, poor Pierrot, ſpeak, my Lad, and 
never heed Harlequin. How ſhall we obtain the 
Doctor's Conſent to my marrying Angelica? Thou 
know ſt we can't do without it. 

Pier. Sir, I can put you in a Way 

Harl. interrupting | ——To Bedlam. 

Pier. To obtain his Conſent infallibly; we muſt 
endeavour to make the Doctor dumb. 

Harl. Wou'd thou wert fo. 

Oct. | to Harl.] Prithee have Patience: | to Pier- 


rot] Why make the Doctor dumb? I dont un- 


derſtand thee, | 

Pier. Why ! thus I reaſon : A dumb Man can't 
ſpeak ; he that can't ſpeak is ſilent, and Silence 
gives Conſent. Ergo, by making the Doctor 
dumb, we ſhall have his Conſent. Ha? 

Harl. ¶langbing] An Argument in balordo. 

Oct. | to Pier. | Devil take thee and thy Argu- 
ment too. tur ning to Harl. Dear Ha; lequin, ad- 
viſe me: I'm utterly undone, if you don't aſſiſt 
++ DC / 

Hul. No, Sir. I muſt not preſume to ſpeak. 
Pierrot has an Iich to be ſpeaking — Hear him 
—— Who knows | | 5 


(c. I was to blame to mind him; but a Man 


is willing 'to hear any Thing that may con- 
trihnte to remove the Difficulties he lies under. 


Thou haſt ten Times his Senſe; none but thee 


can relieve me. Good, dear Harlequin —— _ 
Hart. Well, if I do ſpeak, it is not for your 
Sake I dot; *tis only to confound that Scrub 
there, who fancies himſelf a mighty Scholar, 
and pretends to argue according to the Rules for- 
tooth: He had better go and chop Logick 2 
the 


i 
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the Horſes in the Stable. [ty Oct] Now, Sir, 
to let you ſee the Difference of Mens Talents, 
III ſhow you the true Method of proving a 
Thing to a Demonſtration. | 

Ot. Tm infiritely oblig'd to you. 

Harl. In order to obtain Angelica, you muſt go 
your ſelf in propria perſond, and alk her of the 
Doctor. At firſt you muſt make your Approaches 
to ham with a grave and ſubmiſſive Mein. a 

Oct. Grave and ſubmiſſive? 

Harl. Yes; Grave, to ſhew you're a Man of 
Quality; and ſubmiſſive, to ſhew you come to 
beg a Favour of him. For Example, thus: [Har- 
lequin puts himſelf in a Poſture of Gravity and Sub. 
miſion both together | In this Attitude you muſt 
thus beſpeak his Doctorſhip: I beſeech ye to 
grant me Angelica in Marriage. 

OZ. Upon which he inſtantly replies, No, 
you ſhan t have her. 

Harl. So much the better: I wou'dn't he ſhou d 
ſay Les for the World: Then replies you, keep- 
ing your Poſture all the While: Good Mr. Doctor, 
be ſo kind as ta beſtow Angelica on poor Octavio. 

Oct. Then he'll ſay again, No, I won't. 

Harl. Then I knab him. The Moment that 
the ſecond No is out of his Mouth, you muſt 
thank him, and then go and wed Angelica. 

Oct. Do ye banter me? When the Doctor ſhall 
have twice refus'd her me, ſhall I be advancd 
, Step forwarder than I was before I ſpoke to 

im? 8 

Harl. How thick of Underſtanding you are! 
No wonder you re ſo fond of Pierrot; every Thing 
loves its like. Is it poſhthle for you not to 
know, that in the Schools two Negatives make 
an Affirmitive, ergo, When the Doctor ſhall have 
twice ſaid No, 'tis the ſame as if he had once 

G 2 {aid 
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ſaid Les; and conſequently his Conſent is 
granted. 
O. Thy Argument is as impertinent as Pierrot's. 
Harl. I d:d it but to make you laugh, and to 
expoſe Pierrot. To be ſerious, there is a ſure 


Way to get the Doctor's Conſent. Go and get 


ready your Diſguiſe. Metamorphoſe your ſelf 
into a wild Man, and be at the Seraglio of the Em- 
peror of Cape Verd. You ſhall find me there: 
The Doctor will come thither, and we'll make him 
ſwallow the Gudgeon, I'll warrant ye: Fut firſt 
and foremoſt, do you and Angelica repair to the 
Dial of the Zodiack, where Colombine has afſurd 
me the Doctor will likewiſe come. 
Pier. You had not known that but for me. 
Exit. 
OZ. I begin to have ſome Hopes: I'll go and 
prepare Things. nk Exit 
Har. Do; III tarry here, and wait the Doctor's 
coming. 


Enter the Doctor, liſlening to Harlequin, who after 
he bas taken ſeveral Papers out of his Pocket, 


bawls aloud ; 


Har. The World's Wonder, or the Wonder of 


tho World, Gentlemen; walk in and take your 


Places, were juſt going to begin. Here's the 


famous Tumblers of Europe - A nimble Biſcayneer 
leaps from behind a Coach into it, without being 
hurt by the Wheel: A grave Man in a Fur- 
Gown leaps over Juſtice with both Feet join'd 
together : An old Woman leaps back from fifty 
to five and twenty: A young Damſel leaps from 
a Maid to a Widow, without paſſing thro' Wed- 
lock. Pray, Gentlemen, walk in. Here are 
natural Monſters; A Creature, mn; 

| alt- 
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Half-Poet : Another, Half. Lawyer, Half. Soldier: 
An Anthropophagos, that eats up Men alive, but 
has no Stomach to a Woman. Here are a thou- 
ſand other Curioſities, that may be ſeen without 
Loſs of Time, Gentlemen, without Loſs of Time. 
A green Bag, containing the Papers of a Law- 
Suit between two Normans, commenc'd in the 
Days of Richard the Fearleſs, firſt Duke of Nor- 
mandy, and will continue two hundred Years 
longer, You'll fee here a Gaſcoon's ſtrong Box, of 
the Weight of three Barlycorns, and yet contain- 
ing all his Layings up for ten Years together: But 
the molt ſurprizing Thing, Gentlemen, not on- 
ly of the whole Fair, but of the whole World, 
is a Pendulum that marks the Hour of Borrow- 
ing, but never that of Paying; a Piece of Work- 
manſhip highly uſetul to moſt Half-pay Offi 
cers. x | 

Doctor. I wou'd gladly ſee that Pendulum, Sir; 
if tis as you ſay, I'll give any Money fort. 

Harl. Oh, Sir, theſe Pendulums are not to be 
fold; the Government makes Lotteries with 'em, 
which are all to go by Clock-work. 

Doctor. Il take ſome of the Tickets, I'm re- 
ſolv d. 

Harl. You'll do well; you have a lucky Phy- 
ziognomy: You'll get the higheſt Prize. 

Doctor. How know you that? BT 

Harl. By Horologie, a manual Aſtrology, by 
which I palpably feel every Sign of the Zodzack : 
For Example; by the Ram I know you have 


a hard Head: By the Bull, that your Brow is 


ordain'd to wear the Arms of that Creature: By 


the Twins, that if you have two Children, nei- 


ther of them will be yours: By the Gab, that 
in the Buſineſs of Love you'll go backwards ra- 
ther than forwards: By the Lien, that but 2 
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Aſs will make ye run: By Virgo, that a Maid 
is a Tidbit you Il never taſte of: By Libra, that 
your Learning is light Weight: By Scorpio, that 
your Sting 1s harmleſs; By Sagittarjus, that you 
thoot at Rovers: By Piſces, that you may be 
taken by N 250 a Gudgeon : By Aquarius 
that you han't ſo much as a Drop of radical 
Moiſture left : And by the Goat, that you have 
no Mark of Wiſdom but a long Beard. But be- 
fore I take your Money, I'll ſhew you how it 
is. Show there. | 


Scene opens and diſcovers a large Dial, as alſo all 
the Signs of the Zodiack. 


Dottor. Here are ſeveral Signs I'm a Stranger 
W 
Harl. I believe as much: They are all of em 
Signs Symbolical and Myſtical, which J have 
ſubſtituted in the Room of thoſe of the Ancients. 
I rectify the Zodiack whenever I have a Mind 
tot. | 
Doctor. | flaring at it | A Lawyer? How comes 
a Lawyer among the czleſtial Bodies ? | 


Harl. "Twas I that placd him there in the 


room of Cancer : He was a griping Dog, pox on 
him, he'd like to ha' ſtarv'd me to Death when 
I was his Clerk; his Clock us'd to ſtrike for 
Supper before we had our Dinner. 

Doctor. Who is ſhe with Scales in her Hand? 

Harl. Inſtead of Libra we. have put our Neigh- 
bour the Grocer's Wife. In Times paſt, Juſtice 
was wont to make Uſe of the Scales in Courts of 


Judicature; but now a-days they're only us d for 


weighing Sugar and Spice. 
Doctor. Ha! theres a Man like me, 


0 


Harl. 


890 


Harl. It's Capricorn : By it I repreſent Cuck- 
oldom; but that being a tender Point, I ſhall 
forbear enlarging upon it: I had rather loſe my 
Jeſt than my Friend: | 

Doctor. Are there any ſick Folks in the Fir- 
mament; becauſe I ſee a Glyſter-pipe levell'd 
at me. 

Harl. Inſtead of Sagittarius, J have plac'd this 
venerable Apothecary. Every Face without a 
Noſe (7. e. Podex) ſhudders at Sight of him ; while 
he, reſpectfully kneeling, moſt civilly lets fly 
his Shaft. 

Doctor. What, are any of the Signs dead, be- 
cauſe I ſee a Vacancy in your Zodiack ? 
Harl. I have in vain hunted over all our He- 

miſphere, to find a Maid to fill up the Stall of 
Virgo. Next Fleet will bring me one from the 
South-Sea. But how do ye like my Gemini, thoſe 
two Twins? 

Doctor. Bleſs me, tis Octavio and Angelica em- 
bracing each other! 

Harl. You've hit it, Doctor; the old Gemini 
are indeed dead; but theſe two, by thus incor- 
porating together, will in Time give Birth to 
more. 

Doctor. in a Rage Devil take you and your 
Zodiac too, for a fancy Varlet as you are! 

Harl. Don't be in a Paſſion, good Doctor: To 
put you into Humour again, I'Il regale your 
Ear with ſomething very curious. 


Doctor. TN neither fee nor hear any more: 


You're a Corrupter of Youth, and 
Harl. There's no ſtirring yet— See, Father 
Time is coming to ſing us a Song: Yon muſt not 


interrupt him; tis as much as your Life's worth; 


off goes your Head with his Scythe. 
ä 18 Dod. 
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Dock. Rot him, but I muſt bear it ; who 
knows what he may do elſe. | 
[ Mezzetin, repreſenting Time, jumps down 
from the Dial, and . up ito the 
Doctor, ſinging, | 


Thou baſt loſt thy Reaſon, 
Thou art paſt thy Seaſon, 
The End of thy Days draws near: 
Think no more of aWife 
In thy low Ebb of Life, 
For a Winding-Sheet rather prepare. 


" [Menzetin having done ſinging, all go 77 and 
the Scene changes. 


SCENE III. 


Enter Leander like a Coffeeman, Scaramouche in 

_ Habit of a Swiſs Officer, Mezzetin in that of 

a Fop. 

Scar. What hoa there, Francis, 2 Ba- 
ſtien: No Body within? 

Lean. Coming, Sir: What wou d you pleaſe to 
have? 

Scar. Plague choak ye ; I have been tearing 
my Throat to Pieces theſe two Hours. Ratafee, 
quick. 

| Lean. Some Ratafee for the Gentleman. 

| They bring a Iwo- Quart Bottle. 

Scar. having empty d it at one Draught ] Is thy 
Ratafee good? 

Lean. That 8 as you find it. 

Scar. I don't think it goes down glib enough. 
Give me ſome more. [ They bring him another 

Bottle, which he .A. like the firſt. 


Lean. Not glib enough, quotha ? 
Scar, 
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Scar. ¶ drinking a third Bottle] It is not ſtrong 
enough of the Kernel. Give me ſome more. Is 
it natural as it came from the Grape 

Lean. As natural as any Champagne that's ſold 
at Faris. 

Scar. That's as much as to ſay, you Dealers 
in Ratafee are as honeſt Folks as the Vintners. 

Lean. Much at one: In a ſhort Time we hope 
to be incorporated together, like the Fidlers and 
Dancing-Maſters. Will ye pleaſe to have any 
more ? FOR: 

Scar. A pretty Queſtion ! | They give him another 
Bottle, which be diſpatches | I begin now to be ſen- 
ible, that this ſame Ratafee of yours is damn'd 
Stuff, actually damn'd Stuff. = 

Lean. What's the Fault on't, Sir? You did not 
perhaps thoroughly taſte it. Will you pleaſe to 
have another Bottle? Who comes here? 


Enter Mezzetin like a Petit Maitre, or Fop, hum- 
ming a Song, and walking about in a thoughtleſs 
Manner. 2 


Mex. So it be but a Woman what care I, 
What care I, &c. 
Lean. [to Mex.] What will you pleaſe to drink, 
Sir? Coffee, Tea, or Chocolate? a | 
Mex. till thoughtleſs, and humming bis Song | 
What care I, what care I, &c. | 
Lean. Will ye walk up, or ſtay below, Sir ? 
Mex. hat care I, what care IJ. &c. 
Scar. [to Mez. who unwarily joſtled him] Pray, 
Sir, look before you a little; if you don't, I muſt 
leave the Room. | 
Mex. What care I, what care I, &c. 
Scar. *Sdeath, Sir, what do ye mean ? 
Mex. What care I, what care I, &c. 
H Scar 


= — —— 2 . 


m—__ 
ET — new Soc ws DA —— 4 eo 


—_— TR 


| 
£ 

- 
© 
Is | 
T- 
x1 
4 
: 


8 89 
Scar. | drawing his Sword | D— me, draw, Sir. 
A ex. drawing bis Sword | What care I, what care 
I, &C 
Scar. | receiving a Wound | Ah, I'm kill'd, mur- 
derd; help, help; Watch, Watch. | 
Mex. | purſuing bim] IWhat care I, what care I, &c. 
Scar. | 1umning off | Raſcal, Villain, you have 
kill'd me; you ſhall be hang. 
Mex. What care I, what care I, &, | Execunt. 


SG HIANL IV. 
Enter Pierrot and the Doctor. 


Pier. Joy, Joy to ye, Sir. Didn't I tell you 
you'd find Angelica again? 

Doct. I promis d twenty Piſtoles to any that 
could. find her for me: And now I'd give fifty to 
any that would loſe her tor me. 

Pier. Pay me firſt for the one, and aft. rwards 
we'll bargain about the other. 

Dact. Have you met with her in your Walks? 

Pier. No, Sir; but my Correſpondents have 
given me Information concerning her. A certain 
Link-Boy told me, That between Eleven and 
Twelve laſt Night, being in the Suburbs, he ſaw 


a young Woman turn'd out of Doors in her 


Smock, and all her Houſhold-Goods thrown af- 
ter her out at Window, Is this Angelica? 

Loct. No, no. | ED 

Pier. I have Advice from a Cuſtom- Houſe Por- 
ter, that among ſome Money-Bags of a certain 
Commuſſnoner, a little tiny Woman had hid her- 
{elf, after ſhe had been quite fiript at Play. 

Doct. That's not her; ſhe's too big to be co. 
ver d by any Thing but a Sack of Meal. 


Pier. 


W 
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Pier. Another Correſpondent of mine, that keeps 
a Geneva Shop, {wore to me e'en now, That about 
Four a Clock 1'th'Morning, he ſaw a handſome 
Female Client enter the Chambers of a young 
Terms Council, in order to open her Caſe to 

Im. - 

Doct. Angelica has no Law. Suit. 

Pier. Stay, Sir, I have likewiſe Intelligence — 

Doct. III hear no more, either of Angelica or 
thy Intelligence: I deſpiſe her to that Degree, 
I'll marry the firſt Woman I can light of. 

Pier. Since, Sir, j you have ſuch a Wambling to- 
wards a Wife, tis but ſtepping to the Seraglio of 
the Emperor of Cape Jed, who is going to make 
Sale of his Wives by AuSion : Tis Odds but 
you'll meet with one there to your Tooth. 

Pot. How ? Are Women to be ſold at * Fair, 
ſay ye? 

Pier. Oh, Sir, tis the very Staple of all Paris 
for that Commodity: You cant imagine how 
many Head of that Sort of Cattle go off there 
every Hour. 

Do&. Let's go and ſee what Trade they drive. 

Pier. I'll wait on you thither. Nottor. I 11 be 
their Chapman for one, if I like her. [ Exeurt. 


SCENE opens. and repreſents the Seraglio of the 
Emperor of Cape Verd. 


Hal. Behold the Prince of Verdure, wholeſome 
| | Colour, 
Cheering the Sight: I the Green Dyer am 
To Madam Nature: Apes and Perrokeets 
My Subjects are: King of ( anaiy Birds, 
And Emperor of the Cape call d Verd, am I. 
Grey tho my Head be, yet my Tait is Green, 
7 She wing the Train of bis Mantle. 
- 80 
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So fares it with the Leek, the Ganliſh Enſign. 
Green Sauce, Green Peas, and Wine Verdee I love, 
Nor do I Green Girls hate. In this Seraglio 
Are to be fold or lett all Sorts of Women. 
Were I inclind, inſtead of ſelling Wives, 
To buy; what Shoals of marry'd Men would 
| [crowd 
This Place, what Pen'worths I ſhould have! 
Pier. to Harlequin] Sir, here's a Lethargick 
wants a Wite. | 
Harl. Lethargiek, and want a Wife : Sure he 
muſt dream. | 
Scar. | in a huge Cloak] Jever ſleep, I ever yawn. 
Harl. What a damn'd Gaſh he has beneath his 
Noſe! 4, | 
Scar. I come to fit my ſelf with a Wite. 
Harl, Rather be wedded to a Pillow. | 
Scar#No, Sir, I want a briſk buxom Laſs, to 
ſing and keep me awake. 5 
Harl. A ſprightly Wife and a ſleepy Husband 
can never long agree. When the Cock crows, 
the Hen always awakes: But when the Cock's a- 
ſleep the Hen may ſtrain her Throat out, ſhe'll 
never be heard by the Cock. | | 
Scar. 'There's many a marry'd Man in this good 
Company wou'd be glad he cou'd fleep ſound at 
certain Times; for he that ſleeps, ſees nothing. 
Harl. But if a Man ſleeps io ſound, that his 
Wife can't wake him, ſhe may be provokd to 
take that Opportunity of trying, whether ſhe 
can't wake one ot his Prentices; But now you ſhall 
view all my Sultana s, aud her you like beſt you 
ſhall have. [Ide Sultana's come forward. 


Harl. [to Scaramouche, who is dropt aſleep] Hei! 


what, fleep when you're about chuſing a Nw 
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The moſt clear ſighted, upon ſuch an Occaſion, 
have Need enough of their Eyes. Get up; here's 
one will fit you to a Hair; ſhe's always ſinging; 
(to one Sultana) advance, fair Nymph. 
[ She comes forward, dreſsdlike a Sultana, and ſings, 


The Man that's poſſeſs'd of a beautiful Prize, 
Muſt watch like the Dragon, and ne er ſhut his Eyes; 
For a Huſband oft wakes with a Pain in bis Head, 
of he felt not oer Night when be went to his 

Bed. 

Harlequin figs, | 

A Wife, like a Fort on the Frontiers, is ſure, 
Either ſooner or later, a Siege to endure : 
Her Spouſe like a Centry, muſt keep a ſharp Eye : 
Who is that? Who goes there? muft till be the Cry, 
For if he once nods, or but ſtirs from his Poſt, 


The Corps de Gard's enter d, the Place is quite loſt. 


Enter Mezzetin, (in a Spaniſh Habit, both weeping 
and laughing) Harlequin. 


Mez. In me, Sir, you behold the moſt unfortu- 
nate of Men. Ha, ha, ha. ang hs. 

Harl. One would not think ſo by your Laugh- 
ing and Skipping. | 

Mex. My Sides are ready to ſplit with Laugh- 
ing, when I think on my going to be marry'd. 

5 wee ys. 

Harl. People don't uſe to weep on ſuch an Oc- 
caſion. 

Mex. I was to'ther Day caſt in a Lau- Suit, and 
t has almoſt undone me. Ha, ha, ha. | laughs. 

Har. I ſnoud think it no Laughing Matter. 

Mez. But what rejoices my Heart, is, that I 
have obtain'd a Divorce from my firſtWite, | weeps. 


Harl. 


| — 
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Harl. What a ſtrange Sort of a Mortal is this? 
He laughs when he ſhould weep, and weeps when 
he ſhould laugh. 

Mx. The Jade has taken away my good Name, 
and charges me 1n the Spiritaal Court, that I am 
not a Man, and has got me declar'd old in the 
Flower of my Ape. 

Harl. I underſtand ye, they have put you upon 
the Liſt de frigidis et maleficiatis. 

Mez. But the beſt Jeſt is to come, (you'll burſt 
with Laughing) her Bitch of a Servant has ſworn 
a Child to me, becauſe forſooth tis like me, as 
ſhe ſays. ny 

Harl. If Men were oblig d to adopt all the Chil- 
dren that reſemble em, and diſown all that don't, 
twould make fine Work in Families. 

Mex. Am not I an unfortunate Fellow; I flat- 
terd my ſelf, that of two oppoſite Suits I muſt 
gain one, and yet I loſt both. 

Harl. Both? That was unjuſt. 5 

Mex. Certainly; for either Jam a Man, or I 
am not: My Maid is in the Affirmative, my 
Wife in the Negative; and yet in one and the 
fame Day, the very ſame identical Judges, in 
one Breath, declar'd, That I was, and I was not, 


and have accordingly condemn'd me in Coſts, 
Ha, ha, ha. | Harl. ſings, 


Hencefo th beware, 

The Law forbeay, 

Elſe thou rt a very Block; 
Since one Decree | 
Pronounces thee + 


Both Copon and a Coc K. 


Rut what have you done with your ſecond 
Wife. a 
1 Mex. 
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Mexx. Alack! Sir, ſhe's dead: Her Relations 
wou'd have jt that I had murder'd her; and, 
but for Money and good Friends, I had ſwung 
for Femmicide. | 

Harl. Prithee, how? Tell me that Story. 

Mexx. The ſhort and the long is, my Wife 
dy d, forſooth, becauſe I was not complaiſant 
enough to her. 

Harl. Sure, ſhe muſt have been a very ſto- 
machful Woman. TOR 

Mexx. One cold Winter's Morning, about two 
o Clock, Home ſhe comes, thundering at the 
Door, Devi)-like ; but 1 had not the Complaiſance 
to let her in, ſo ſhe lay out all Night. 

Harl. And dy d. 

Mexx. Nothing like it. 

Harl. Nay, indeed I ſhou'd have much won- 
derd; for no Woman ever dy d yet for lying 
Abroad. 

Mexx. Another Time I ſhnt her up two Days 
and two Nizhts in the Cellar; ſhe had a Halt- 
Peck-Loaf, indeed, to munch upon: However, I 
had not the Cumplaiſance to let her out, tho 
ſne bezg'd and pray'd till ſhe was hoarſe again. 

Harl. And of this the dyd? 

Mexx. The Devil a bit; ſhe drank me out 
ſeven Gallons of Champagne while ſhe was there, 
and eat me up two Thirds of . a Gammon of 
Bacon weighing nineteen Pound. 

Harl. She was in a plaguy Pet, ſure. 

Mezz. Well: Finding I cou'd do no good on 
her, I carry d her Abroad, to take the Air on. the 
Water, up towards Charenton: As ſhe was careleſsly 
leaning over the Side of the Boat, (for I woud 
not let her fit at the Back-board) I gives my 
Gentlewoman a little Jog, by the By, and in the 
tumbles ; and now nothing's heard, but, Help, 
Help; but I was not fo Complaiſant as to reach 
ker my Hand. Harl. 
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Harl. And fo ſhe dy'd: 

Mexx. No, ſhe was drown'd. 

Harl. Dying and Drowning are much the ſame 
* But pray what Profeſſion may you be 

7 ä 3 | 

Mezz Im an Italian Muſick-Maſter, Sir. 

Harl. 1 don't wonder there's a Detect in your 
Perſon then, and that you are ſo uncomplaiſant. 
But I know how to accommodate you with a Wife: 
I have a Damſel here, that formerly pertorm'd a 
principal Part in the Opera of the Birds. You two 
will make rare Muſick together. She's a good 
diſcreet young Woman ; for rather than blaſt 
your Reputation by ſuing ye in the Spiritual- 
Court for Non-performance, ſhe'll apply to the 
oy of Aſſiſtants, and get her Buſineſs Gas that 

ay. 

Mexx. I accept of her. But remember that 


[ Sings. ] 


Sometimes Tm a Man, and ſometimes I'm none: 
As Occaſion preſents, ſo I alter my Tone : 
Toa Neighbour's Wife Ay, but No to my own. 


Harlequin Sings. 


In your Field clear the Brambles, dig, water, and ſow; 
Plant, out and in Seaſon, if rich you won d grow - 
But leave your Wife Fallow ;, for if ſhe be till d, 
She'll bring forth a Fuit that no Profit will yield. 


Mexx. But as to being complaiſant to one's 
Wife : — | 
Harl. Oh! as to that, follow this Advice: 
Sings. 5 
Treat thy Wife with Reſpect, both in Country and Town, 


And when ſhe's a Drowning, — why, s en let ber __ 
| nter 
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Enter Doctor, in a Fright. 


DoZ. Save me] help! Murder! help! 

Harl. What's the Matter, Doctor, is the Fair 
o Fire? 

Do#. Oh! worſe, worſe a hundred Times! 
The wild Man that they ſhow at the Fair, the 
Anthropophagus, the Maneater, is got looſe from 
his Keeper, and runs after me to devour me. He's 
N quiet till he ſees Women. Have you none 

ere? 

Od. ¶iłe a wild Man, flying at the Doctor]! Bo- 
anas Sigyda peri ſtoc ourda Chinibiſtaq. 

Doct. Mercy! Im dead! Slip a Woman at 
him, good now; quick, quick. \ 

Harl. | putting Angelica to bim] There Mr. 
Anthropophagus, there's ſomething to lay your 
Vapours. 

Ang. | Seeing the Doctor] The Doctor! Oh! 
Heavens 

Wild Man. Aſtrador ourda cariftac. What do I 
ſee ? What agrecable Object offers it ſelf to my 
Sight! I grow calm ! | to Harlequin pointing to 
Angelica] What Thing 1s this ? 

Harl. That? That's a Woman. 

Wild Man. A Woman ? And what's a Woman? 

Ang. A Woman is a ſpeaking Machine, that 
puts the whole Univerſe in Motion, and is her 
{elf mov'd, by the Springs of Tenderneſs. 
Harl. No, no, that is not the Definition of a 

Woman. A Woman is a little Animal, half 
Gentle and half Miſchievous ; half Caprice and 
half Reaſon ; a Piece of Harmony which is ſame- 
times very full of Diſcord, 

Vid Man. I don't underſtand you. 


— 
— — _ __— — | 
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Harl. A Woman is a timorous Animal, and 
yet very dreadful: It fightsonly to be overcome, 
and makes you beg Quarter, when it can de- 
fend it {elf no'longer. Do you underſtand me 


Wild Man. Pretty little Creature! the more I 
look: upon it, the more it pleaſes me. [To Harl. 
Pray tell me, is it Fleſh or Fiſh ?. 
Harl. It is Fleſh and Bone as you ſee, tho 
there are ſome that are forc'd to take up with 
6 Peraps An; e: 1 

Wild Man. And what is it good for? 

Hail. For every Thing. Woman is in Society 
what Pepper is. in Sauces. If you would laugh, 
fing, drink, dance, in ſhort, wherever there 
are Men, Woman is neceſſary. 

Dod. You have given the Definition of a Wo- 
man, now III give that of a Maid. A Maid is 
a little wild Bird, that I intend to put into a 
Cage; and thus I go about it. 92 

Las bold of Angelica. 
Wild Man. | flying at the Doffor | Chauriby maſala 
cher ieſi periſtag. r 
Harl. | to the Doctor] Bleſs us! lip her at him 
again quickly. | SEN 
Wild Man. | when they bave given bim Angelica 
axain] I find my Gentleneſs returning again. Ah, 
it they would but give me this pretty Creature, 
T wauld promiſe you never to eat a Man again 
as long as I live, but to keep to this one Diſh 
ever afterwards. 5 


Ang. Lou would ſoon grow weary of it. 


Harl. There's none more delicious; but then 

there's none more cloy ing. | To the Doctor] Come, 

Doctor, e' en give him what he aſks of bu. 
DoF. What, give Argelica to one that eats 

Man's Fleſh? 

nde Ang. You 
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Ang. You need not be afraid he'll hurt me; 
and that he may never do Tou any Harm, III 
be always with him. Os e TROY 

Dog. How, Huſley ! N ben 

Ang. Come, don't be angry, Doctor; if you 
give me to this wild Man, well never call you 
to any Account of my Fortune. FOOTE TN, 

Do&. No! why then let him take her with 
him into the Country of Anthropophagia if he 
will, and let me hear no more of her. ILY 

Harl. You'll do the World a particular Piece 
of Service; for this Eater of human Fleſh before 
made it his whole Buſineſs to deſtroy Mankind; 
and now it will be his whole Work to. encteaſe 
We | Ius to the wild Man, and fings, 


Aud you, Mr. Savage, who nom are fo wild, ; 
Three or four Days m Wedlock will make you more 


| [mild, 
A fair Face at firſt ſets one all on a Flame, | 
| But a little Poſſeſton will ſoou Malts you tams, \ 


Doct. But, Mr. Emperor, give me a Wife too, 
as well as the reſt; for I've a huge Mind to mar- 
ry again. "4 

Harl. Pm afraid you have nothing elſe but the 
Mind, for I doubt you are too old to have the 
Power. But come, I'll do you two Favours at 
a Time, marry you, and make you - young 
again. 

Doct. Make me young again! 

Harl. Yes, make you young again. "Tis only 
pounding you in my Apothecary s Mortar; and 
three Days afterwards you will come out as gay 
and vigorous as you were at Eighteen. Call 
Caricaca, my Apothecaty. 


Enter 


9 ö 
- * 
* » : a 
* » 4 * % = * 
= .. : L 
- * « 
4 ' Nw, 


7 E 
2 d \ {a 


Eten a). 


*” * * £ A a # * 
_— 6 r 7 N N bY - 
- + \ o \ WE. 4 ” * 6 5 24 * n 4 . 7 + \ 
* 2 F — ; &* 0 
0 S - * 13 „ "ms + 247 1 n 
1 9 W 83 7 wok 
 F * > S * * * - 0 : Ku - 2 - „„ 
— — hn, oy + 4 BF 92 at 3 2 VS 1 : * 1 „ 
1 3 » E * Lo +, 
— . „ * — 
; — * * g : . . * | * w 4 ; ; 7 * 9 
eee f : * ©$ 3244 
, _ 75 . - 
. 1 A * % « * , * 0 * 
3 . N % 
— , 4 8 v . - i = 
T4 7 5 Py ” Y . . =o PR * 


3 — 43 
4er: 72 


%. 
— 


* 

8 Ld # ” * * 1 

wm »V 5 "#3 | + 2s #4 oa -- a BS 2 4 : * ＋ 'u, 1238 F LY *. 

. , * ” — 4 - #£-+ 433 , A. 83 . , 

* be T2 * N o . K — by 5 
_ ezzetin dre in 4a 0 


' with a Mortar upon bis Head, and a Cat holding 
the Pefile with ber Claws. Nos 8 


ier. Your Pleaſure, Sir,—What Buſineſs have 
you for me ? | | 
Harl. To make that Gentleman oung again. 
Pointing to the Dofor. ] Shew him how tis to be 
one. 

Alex. In a trice Come, Puſs, pound. 


[ The Cat pounds the Mortar, while Mezzetin 


ſings. a Quack Song, in Cant Words, after 
which be goes out. | 
. Harl. [to the Doctor] Well, Sir, what do you 


ſay of my Apothecary and his Journeyman? 


Dock. I ſay, every Thing you have is won- 
derful. 


Harl. If theſe Gentlemen think ©, 'tis well 
A noted Fair you've ſeen us act to Day, 
But where's the Crowd that flocks to Fairs you'll ſay; 
. That Part our petty Number could not hit, 


But hope to find them always in the Pit, 


